o 
* 


- 
* 
5 


1 A 1 . 
2 A * 
* x; ” 8 
7 5 
** 7 
* F 
o 
. 
" 


- 


* p 
* 

* 

* 


IM a 0 EW. M2 
7D” Be EIA os. 35 
& 8 5 56 30 
ts Fs V 5 
„ ec =. — WT * = 
„ * IE | E 


x 


o 
o 
* 


— a96. 


— eds 


- 
— 
o 
a * 
% 
- 
* 
* 
* 
— 


ee 


» 
ws 33-4, 
I 
21 
8 
a 
* 
<a 
0 
N 
* 
- 


* 
Js 
> 


„ 


* 


> 


"2. 
, 2 
3 * Hi 
+. 3 
1 2 ws 
Fi 3 5 
wt a » 
* 4 


On II" "oh 
* . * 
5 N 4 2 


—_— 


r Ids Retry LS 


— 


:*2 3 


5 28 r 


0 
» 4 


9 


lady Juri T Carney, | 


* 29 8 4. 5 
5 | 


: | : | | . 4 ; 
LF £8 ; : | | | : | 
| | 2 * . 1 A 7 _— q 
| | | T* O ; % 


= : VE 2 5 
— *\ FA 7 ; , 4 4 E 74 7 


Lady HENRIET 


-—— 
— 


* * 


a CAL +: 


* - * ” 
* 5 5 4 * #'s TOR J 4 
; ; p ; % * * 
\ > * * - * ; 7 8 N 2 . * 
* 4 | 
1 * 1 * * 0 7% a 1 * ; 


+ £ ; 
2 x 


78 7ITH fix Horſes on full 7H 

RY 9 lays properly 5 : 

| of the moſt eager Haſte; 1 fly, accom 1 1 

* by Perſons for whom I have very little 2 
Þ gard, to others, for whom I have ng RE 
 atall: Tabandon my deareſt Friend I 4 


4 


you, you whom L love ſo tenderly 4 
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. IL ET TER I. 


why this Departure! this Haſte! why bref 
to arrive, where I do not wiſh to bel 


| To remove myſelf, — from whom? From 


Lord em. Ah! my dear Henrietta, who 
would once have told me, I ſhould ever 


have fled from him? Is he not the ſame 


Object, whoſe Loſs, I imagined, would have 
deprived me of Lifez who, during two 


Years, was always preſent ro my Idea, and, 
whom nothing h has Power to make me for- 


> oy 


get? I fly, then, that 1 may not meet thoſe 


Eyes, that mine have ſought with ſo much 


Pleaſure; where my Deſtiny ſeemed wrote, 


andwhoſe Glance once ruled all the Move- 


ments of emy Soul.. Strange Alteration 
what different Effects are produced by the 
ame Cauſe ? Heavens! what was my Sur- 


rige at ſeeing him! How did his Mourn- 


ing and his Air of Sorrow ſtrike me! 


"How vught his Wife to regret the Loſs 
| 1 inen had I not to turn 


'LBETER.L © 7 
my Head at. parting! Into what a State 
did that Sight! — But, could you conceiye 
that he has dared to call at my Door, — to. 
inſiſt on ſeeing me, to write. to me, - to 
imagine I would open his Letters? How 
avdaciguay is this Man? But, are they not 
all ſo? EN. 


14 11 ftoniſhed at the Step I 100 | 
taken, I tell myſelf &very "Moment 1 have 
acted rightly; I tell myſelf ſo, but I do not 
feel it ſufficiently. I ſeek for Re: 
applaud myſelf on the Part I have rt 3 0 
I find them, but it is. in my,Prige only. 1 9 
experience, ya that the Heart has no 


Taſte for thoſe weak Lenitives, in which J 


our Vanity finds ſo much e + 
In the . am Lo Behold | me, "ay 


Miles from London, aud yet not dead; aſſure | 4 | 


my Lord Caſile- Cury of this. In Spite of . 
his Predictions I did not faint away at the 
2ͤͤĩ ̈́ 


6 LETTER I. 
Foot of the firſt, Beech; the a 
have not yet raiſed for me that. beautiful 
Ton in which he already ſaw me laid. Tell 

| him that I do not repent: I can do Violence 
| * to my Sentiments; I can fuffer; but I know 
not how to repent. Adieu! my amiable 
Henrietta ! When you have told his Lord- 
ſhip. all this, tell yourſelf, that: rio-body 
loves you ſo much as I do. 
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Wein, Sir Jonn Par 


E are going to leave a very diſ- 
9 agreeable Houſe, the Maſter of 
e is ſtill more diſagreeable. He is one 
of thoſe troubleſome People, one is ſo ſorry 
to meet with; the Species of whom, is, 
however, too common; one of thoſe _ 
. . py | who 
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borrow ſomething — Jem 
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. but in a Strain of tedio 


mich eee; and ſuch an Air of 7 
ration, * as hacer not \ fail” of . 


u bal becaödd ned. 
| | " $2 6. 25-01 md ol by 2: 2 * ZI $ 
| Sin Job has been marie fix Months, 4 
as you know; his Lady is young a Woman, 
long, lean, pale, fooliſh, proud, with a ter- 
magant Air; a little Head, ſet upon a i 


* 
* 


3 * 0 Gaiety 0 on her Countenance. - 
med'to me, extremely well 
bee 1 ay £ Ives of CF 1 To 's m . x wad 8 
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is very much attached 0 L 
Elixabetb; except my own; 1 1 
Brothers ſo obliging. But, as 


2 6 N 5 
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8 LETTER U. 


1 have diſcovered that he is naturally atten- 


tive and officious ; he loves to mix in every 
thing, to make himſelf neceſſary. We 
have already had two or three Quarrels: 
He will Rifle. me in the Coach, for fear I 
ſhould gee Cold; I let down the Glaſs, he 


pulls it up, and 1 again let it down; he 


makes ww Repreſentations to me on the 


Subject; I, with all Gentleneſs, -explain to 
him. my Wiss be inſiſts 8.4 am obſtinate ; 1 


-þ baye pat bim into a a very bad er 
| be chides, and 11 re the. e * 


Breaking, 


f 
i: 


Fon Sir James, his Charaer i is — 
Complaiſance, and Grace, united to Gaiety; 


he ſpeaks juſt what he ought; he expreſſes 


himſelf agreeably, and what he ſays amuſes: 
Lady Elizabeth is enchanted with him: You 
ns how lively her Approbations are; it Is 
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LETTER IL a * 


happy for her, they are not laſting enough 
to convert themſelves into tenderer Senti- . 


* * A 0 


ments. 


1 exprAyous to WE my -abown 


others, that I may drive away thoſe Woes, 
which bring me back to myſelf. Sometimes 
I flatter myſelf that I no longer love ; that 


what I felt at ſeeing my Lord Offory was 


more owing to Hatred, than to a ſofter Paſ- 
ſion. — TI hate him, perhaps, — Ah! why 


ſhould I not hate him ? I hope at leaſt that | 


I ſhall become calm enough to ſee him, to 
ſpeak to him, to treat him with the moſt 
mortifying Diſdain.— O, no— 1 will never 
ſpeak to him, will never ſee him. Hete is 


Sir Harry, he teaſes me, he will not waits 

this is one of his Faults; not the leaſt Pay 
tience. Adieu! love me, e 8 
ak mm are cla rs __ me. . 


8 
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As. 


=, 
Gaul. 


bd \ 
1 5 * 
8 * 6 2 3 p 
% 4 ak 4 ods i ads Sac 
% * * * 2 


1Err EA m „ 


2 bur lich. Lord Dawn Bv's. 


＋ Waite to you, from the moſt agreeable 

Place, perhaps, in Nature: From'my 
Window I have a View of Woods, Waters, 
Meadows, the moſt beautiful landſcape ima- 
ginable : Every thing expreſſes Calmneſs, 
and Tranquillity: This ſmiling Abode, is 
an Image of the ſoft Peace, which reigns in 
the Soul of the Sage who inhabits it. This 
amiable Dwelling carries one inſenſibly to 
relſect; to retire into one's Self; but one 
_ Cannot ar all Times reliſh this Kind of Re- 
treat; one may find in the Receſſes of the 
Heart, more importunate Purſuers than thoſe 


"ogy whom . e W 1 
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-lour. One muſt have all my Lord Dandy 8 


ons of Bey: He has remarked the Sighz 
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LETTER III. 3 Er 


Lox» Danly dl Ih. us perfely 1 | 
could one imagine a Man like him would 3 
not think Retirement a Misfortune? It is 
rare, very rare, my Dear, that Perſons born 
in a high Rank, educated in the Hurry. of 
the World; in the toilſome Inactivity of 2 
Court, can f bnd! in themſelves the Reſources 
-againſt Laſſitude. The Remembrance of the 4 
paſt, often offers nothing to their View but 
a Chain of Follies and Weakneſſcs, which, | 
ſeen in cold Blood, a appear in their true Co» 


Virtues, to find the Examination ? Koen 4 
own Heart a ee Employment. ©2600 1 


i curious as he is attentive: Sh, Soi out | 
Women an Flour, to aſk a:thouſand, Queſts | 


that eſcape me, he fancies there is a Secret 3 f 
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12 LET DER WM. 
in one of my Boxes, he has offered hide ten 
Guineas to aſſure him of i it. He! is aftoniſh- 
P that I write 10 you every Day; ; be cannot 
conceive the Reaſon of fo regular a Correſpon- 
dence. I it really to you I write? What 


think you of theſe impertinent Enquiries ? 


they coſt me twelve Guineas for I fancy I 
\ | ought to reward Betty s F idelity, for Fear, 
= upon Reflexion, ſhe ſhould repent of it. 


believe really, he intends.—Ah! how odi- 


him ?.—Heaven!- what a Look !— He cer: 
tainly divines I am ſpeaking of him. It is 
my Letter which puts him into this ill Hu- 
mour. —1 promiſe you, Sir Harry, 1 ſhall 
' wiite every Day, therefore be ſo good to 


ole a, to *. —But his Siſter 3 


£* * * L 3 ; 


4 + 


F 8 "© 


T mul 


6 . 


. Tur Man Knows not what he would 
have, he wearies me, he diſpleaſes me.— 


dus would he then be to me. Don't I ſee | 
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I muſt leave you; my dear Friend. Adieu 
wn hs Toon pra nee 1 Uo not- _— 
him. \ 9 2 n EY Nin 


; > AA + 4 þ 
| Mt. i , 4. "Y | F 5 F 
8 * 3 ? ; - * g & 4 5 Wn, +. 2 * >. » "— 5 
4 ES 1 „ „„ N "* 7 
x % : l * FE] * 

5 * IL. E T x T; E R 4 þ © Y * E's 7 * 47 * 

of * + 4 a 4 * N 14 1 4 5 
- 


From the Manfion of Sir Gzonor Howans, | 


OY 1 daorer. 


* x # . | ' 4 ”y % 
4.3 4 &:* Pg : as 4 = " 2 
Tb 2 : A: 
J * 


e Kae 


I CONGRATULATE you, my Henrietta, on 


— 


ſo obſtinately refuſing to become the 
Miſtreſs: of this ſavage Habitation-. MIG 


Biddulph, who, upon your Refuſal, hay 


accepted the Heart, the Hand, and the 
whole immenſe Perſon of Sir George our | 
Hoſt, is a much properer Perſon than your= 


elf, to.procare him that Species of mere 
eſs, 5% he is capable of taſting.” 3's, 


13 


14 LETTER IV. 
Lapr Heward is a very little Woman, 

| handſome enough, and not coquet; ſhe ma- 
nages his Family, governs his Tenants, 
ſcolds his Servants, brings him children, 
works Tapeſtry for his Rooms, does not 
read for fear of ſpoiling her Eyes, conſults 
the Chaplain, interdicts Love in all her Do- 
minions, marries her Dependants, treats tbe 
moſt trifling Affairs ſeriouſly, and makes 
an 1 Buſine's of the Is Wine in 


Lex us, however, ce a little nearer this 
happy Woman, this Woman, who will 
laugh til} her laſt Hour: If ſhe laughs; my 
Dear, we ſhould weep, we, who fo little re- 
ſemble her. We ſhould think it ſtrange, if 
ö this notable Woman had more merit than 
we; it is, however, certain, ſhe has more 
wi Her Lite is ſimple and uni- 
TY form; 


LETTER Av. = 
form; but ſhe is quiet and uſeful; To- mor- 
rom will produce no painſul Change in ber 

Situation; her Soul is always open to the Im- 

preſſion of Pleaſure. But what Pleaſure, 

you will ſay? Ah! my dear Henrieita, are 
there, then, ſo many Kinds? A long Study 


of ourſelves; "Reaſon, and Knowledge, 0d - I 


they render us more happy? - F know bot 
what Idea others have of this Light we call 
Underſtanding; it appears to my Imagina- 

tion like a Torch, which the firſt Breath of 


Air may extinguiſh: It btightens the Dar- 


neſs a little, but does not half diſſipate it; 
its weak Light is ſufficient to ſhew us, that 
we walk on the Edge of a Precipice, but not 
to point out the ſſippery Path where our 
Feet may fail us; we fall, my Dear, and 
' when at the Bottom of the Abyſs, have the 
Advantage of reflecting, that if we had ſeen 
| Cry we had not been there. 
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16 LETTER IV. 

I Au not abſolutely unhappy : 1 begin 
wt believe, that the Misfortunes we bring 
on ourſelves, are caſier to ſupport than thoſe 


we owe to others. A Kind of I know not 
| what ſecret Emotion aſſiſts us to ſupport 

them; I wiſh it, may not be Vanity, Adieu! 
my amiable Friend]. How does my Lord 
Caſtle- Cary in my Abſence? I am no longer 
| preſentto make up your Quarrels, therefore, 


you ought to engage in them the ſeldomer. 
When he-vexes you a little, remember he 
is my Relation and my Friend: He has ma- 
ny eſtimable Qualities, he is worthy of your 
Heart, — if, however, there is a Man in the 
World, worthy the een of a en 
1 * 1 
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(LETTER: v. 


J NJ are now, my dear Hewriettag at d 
V moſt delightful Seat; during w] ] 
Mocha, Gaiety has pteſided here: It be- 


longs to a Widow, ſcarce Twenty. Ea 
chanted wich her new State, ſne comes to 
pal hs Test of ber Mourning here) only: W 
meditate in Peace on her future Choice, 
when Decency will permit her to make here 


lf Amends for what ſhe ſuffered with an 
old Huſband, whom ſhe hated with all her 


Heart. She - has the moſt beautiful Face 
you can conceive, a fine Heighth, an Air 
of Dignity, and a moſt engaging Sincerityy . 


in giving an Account of her Sufferings, ſne 
ſcarce can e her Laughter. The old 


Lord 


Saturday, Mozmira-Hovss, . 
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Lord was jealous, and foe could have over- 


reached him, ſhe could. This agreeable ſilly 
Creature has juſt as much Senſe, as is necel- 


ſary to ang herſelE, and to n 


Miss Annabella, her Siſter, 3 is a very dif- 


wen Creature: Was never out of this 


magnificent Seat, where ſhe has always lived 


with her Father only. Her Figure i is noble, 
and intereſting, her Air ſweet and delicate; 


ſhe has a great deal of Breeding, and more 
Sentiment. She wants nothing, 1 in ſhort, but 


Knowledge. of the World; but if ſhe has 


not all the Graces which that beſtows, ſhe 
is free from the Vices to which it leads; 3 
Vices, which, it is ſo difficult to avoid in 
polite Circles, where they have found the 


contemptible Art of forgiving mutually 


every Defect of the Heart. I am always 


enraged, when I hear this criminal Indul- 
8 gences f honoured with the Name of Saftneſs 


of 
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LETTER Vi 
of Manners, Knowledge of Human N ature, | 
and a Condelcenſion indiſpenſable. in Socie- 
ty. O! this Sir Harry; — he is inſupport- 
able; every thing diſpleaſes him. — L 
thought him of a more equal Temper : Peo- 
ple muſt be very amiable to appear ſo to 
thoſe who ſee them every Day z Iam out af © 
Patience with him: he adviſes me to throw f 
away a N oſegay. that Sir James has gather: 
ed himſelf, and has juſt given me; Sir Hor. 
ry has not breathed ſince I have had it; 1 he 
brings me twenty Examples of lllnefs, 0C> 

caſioned by the too ſtrong, Perfume o of TJ ony 
quills; he aſſures 1 me they-are very bad for 
the Head. As I ſee his impertinent Je: 
louſy, I ſhall keep the Noſegay ; ; 1 would 
keepi it, if it gave me a thouſand Headachs, 
I ſhall be at i ncheſter To-morrow, [ thal 3 
find your Letters there, it is the only Plea- 8 5 
ſure 1 promiſe myſelf. Adieu! My "IR 3 
Ref) 17 5 to my! Lord l n 
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LETTER VI. 
. Sunday, WIxCRHESTER. 
1 RECEIVED your Letters, as foon as I ar- 

rived here; you cannot doubt, my deat 
Henrietta, of the ſincere Pleaſure I felt in 
reading them. Every Moment of my Life? 
your Friendſhip has been dear tome: F ora 
long Time my Heart was- ſatisfied with it: 
How happy was. then! If⸗ my Soul is now 
poſſeſſed, too feelingly poſſeſſed; by leſs vo- 
luntary, and more tumultuous Sentiments, 
believe me, they have not weakened that 
tender and ſolid Affection, which attaches 
tne to you : The amiable Qualities, which 
gave Birth to this Friendſhip, owe hothing 
to Illuſion; nor how can either Time « or Ab- 
Face deſtroy it! 
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„Mr Firma Waigics you. Air ny 
good God! This Effort, which you ad- 
mire, would, if I was able to examine it 
without Paſſion, loſe much of the Value we 
both ſet upon it. What is it that T facris 
fice? Of what Good do I deptive myſelf? 
Of the Sweetneſs, pethips, of being again 
deceived! But can J abandon myſelf to this 
Pleaſure, when I have lot tan of decelv- 


nigh Wer? ee GUO ITY 2 Das 
| ; * ln 2 zad li hl 


| Woo bid me ibi my hep 
L think no more of hit.” . Pardon HP ; 
never! think no more of Bin 17650 0 
him certainly ; js nette as Iban; 21 FS er 
think of Fim vith Pleaff 1255 T 6 "Tohger 5 


N 


| think of him with' Res, < F'think « * 
| nim. Alas! my Dear! Becaule ik 1 iel. | 


1134 


ſible for me not tof think” of him, emem- 
Z | brance will hot leave us; we 8 1 " 
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2 LETTER VI 


it in the World, but a Moment of Solitude 
reſtores all its Force, which Diſſipation ſeem- 


ed to have taken away. When alone, that 


Idea, once fo dear to me, is evgg.preſent to 
my Imagination; I ſee again that Form... 
How did the Soul, which, I believed, ani- 
mated that ungrateful Man, embelliſh all his 


Features! What a perfect Creature did it 


offer to my Eyes! Ah! why, why has it torn 
away the amiable Veil which hid his Vices, 
and his Falſhood from me?---So much Can- 
dour in that Countenance, and ſo much Per- 
fidy, fo much Ingratitude, in that Heart! 
Ohl that he is not as noble, as generous as 
4 1 believed him? Yes, my greateſt Misfor- 
tune is, being forced to deſpiſe him. Adieu! 
my good, my beloved Friend I am not in 
a State to reply to all you aſk, How weak 
am [ ſtill! — Ought I to ſpeak of him! — 
I can fly him, renounce, hate, deteſt him: 
But to forget him.— Alas!” I cannot forget 
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LETTER VII. 


| | Wedneſday, * WincazsTE®. 
1 HAVE this Inſtant received a Letter from 


my Lord Caftle-Cary, which he certainly Ih ; 


has not communicated. to you. He treats 
my Flight as a Piece of Female Cunning 
he does not abſolutely tell me ſo, but that 
is what he would ſay. He thinks my If 
tention is to mortify poor Lord Ofſory, to try 
him, to make him miſerable, and at laſt to | 
pardon him. The Idea which he has of my 5 
| Deſigns, does not give me a high Opin Ef 
of the Manner in which he himſelf pardons, J 
Let this ſuffice, till I am in a humour to an- 
ſwer him. I ſhould indeed deſpiſe myſelf,” 
if I was capable of ſo low an Artifice; if, be- 
̃ * I could ä him _ forgive: a, 
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24 LETTER VII. 
Henrietta !---If I could, and had the Cruelty 


to make him walt for my Forgiveneſs, and 


to play with the Suſpence of a Man, that I 


meant to make happy, I ſhould deſpiſe 


myſelf indeed. No, my dear Henrietta, 1 


will never oblige any one to purchaſe a Bene- 


fit I intend them. Either Tknow myſelf very 


ill, or it is not in my Nature to pardon him. 
I ſhould promiſe it in vain. The Sorrows I 


have felt are forever engraven on my, Me- 


mary: 1 am very far from deſiring it ſhould 
be in my Power, to inflict an equal Share of 


9114 


ne its Effects to flying the Preſence of 


dhe Ingrate. My Lord Caſtle-· Cary pretends, 


that all Reſentment ought to yield to a ſin- 
cere Repentance: - With my Inferiors, I will 
overn myſelf by this Maxim, but never 
hh my Friends. But, my Dear, it will 


not be uſeleſs to make a little Remark. here. 
"It 


\ 


og 


Miſor F.. him: My Hatred j is as generous. 
as m F riendſhip was tender: I ſhall con- 


Fi 


LE TT EK VII. 25 


wth is, that Men only eſtabliſh this Principle, 


in Hopes to take Advantage of it: Accuſtom 


yourſelf to think, with my Lord Caſtle-Cary, 


that Repentance effaces all Faults, and, de- 
pend on it, he will provide himſelf of ſuffi- 


- cient Occaſions to repent. His Letter diſ- 


pleaſes me, I confeſs: I renounce his Appro- "* 


bation : It would coſt me too dear, if I muſt | 
buy it by a Weakneſs, which would degrade 
me in my own Eyes: I have always regard- 


ed as the greateſt of all Misfortunes, the 
Loſs of one's own good Opinion: One may 
enjoy the Eſteem of others, without deſerv- 
ing it. We may owe it to Diſſimulation; 
but what muſt become of our internal Peace, 
when we can no longer eſteem ourſelves ? 
My Lord Caſtle-Cary is very ſingular to ex- 
pect I ſhould ſubmit to his Deciſion, an Af 


fair of which he knows ſo little. Reprimand 


bim. reprimand him heartily, I beg of you. 
R 1 


ors 
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. Tueſday, WINCHESTER, 


Ob aſk me, how I ſpend my Time, 
with whom I am, and who of my pre- 
ſent Companions are moſt agreeable to me. 
Alas! Lam weary of myſelf; Jam with all 
the World, and no-body pleaſes me enough 
to engage my Attention. We are here, fif- 
teen, or ſixteen of us from London, without 
counting the neighbouring People of Fa- 
ion, of whom the Houſe is always full. 
Tris continual Crowd rather mee than 
amuſcs me. 


Logs Mon has a violent Patlion for the 
fine Acts: He has laboured hard to acquire 
them, but N ature has denied him the Talents 
which | 


wy * 
1 


ouſly exact in the Steps. 


Birth to a thouſand Couplets, and Madri- 


gals, in which Cupid, Venus, Hebe, and Olym- 
pus, find themſelves, whether they will or 


no, at the Feet of the terreſtrial Divinities 
of the Caſtle.---You: aflume, when you ar- 
rive, the Name which Rhyme is pleaſed to 
confer” on you. 


2 Fault, except that of deſiring to be what 
he is not. Born with Simplicity, Courteſy, 
and a moderate Underſtanding, if he had 


not pretended to Superiority, he had eſcaped; | 


the Mortification of ſeeing himſelf ridicu- 


B2. Jus, | 
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| which bring them into View, and that Taſte, 
which only can give them Perfection. With | 
a ftrong Voice, he ſings diſagreeably'; and 
dances with a bad Grace, though induſtri- 

| He deſigns: cor- 
rectly, paints little Screens, which are nei- 
ther pretty nor ugly; and makes deteſtable 
Verſes with great Facility. Every Day gives 


As to the reſt, my Lord 
is a worthy Man; I do not believe he has 


- 
2 5 
e El TIP 8 5 R 2 . 1 
Wh . 9 r +; gory nee. . Cal — — . 3 * „ I" ee —_—_ —_ 
bh pe rw, — — 40.9. 3 


28 LETTER VIII. 
lous. His Lady. But Some body comes. 
— Who is it? — Ah! who can it be but Sir 
Harry! — But who has ſubjected me to Sir 
Harry's Importunities? Why muſt I ſuffer - 
SF them? What Right has he to weary me 
thus? Ah! my dear Henrietta, what Ene- 
my to the Human Race, invented that Falſ- 
hood, which, under the Name of Politeneſs, 
commands our Civilities, and forces us to 
conſtrain ourſelves? — This troubleſome 
Creature gets Admittance into my Cloſet z 
inſenſibly he gains Ground ; he is always at 
my Side. He almoſt reads what I am writ- 
ing.—lI wiſh he read this, to teach him. .Il 
continue writing on Purpoſe. — Sir Harry, 
Be ſo obliging,— give me Leave. — He bows, 
I fighs, and ſtays; he ſtays indeed. In the 
Humour I am in, I with he would ſpeak, that 
he would tell me, he loves me. — I would 
give a thouſand Guineas, he would make 
| that 
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that Confeſſion, —Since my ill Stars vill fix 


him here, I muſt leave yon, &f 


TUESDAY NIGHT. 


As I was going to tell you this Morning, 
Lady Wilton is very amiable; ſhe thinks 
juſtly, behaves with Decorum, and without 
Affectation; ſhe is handſome, well made; 3 
by her Bloom, one would imagine her 
younger than Lady Elizabeth her Siſter. She 
loves her Lord, ſees his weak Side, never 
laughs at it herſelf; and by her ſerious Air, 
prevents others from rallying him. Devout 
towards God, ſhe ſerves him without Oſten- 
| tation; ſevere to herſelf, complaiſant to her 

Friends, eaſy and gentle to all the World 
ſhe claims little Attention, but attracts the 
higheſt, and poſſeſſes the Reſpect and ſincere | 
Admiration of all who know her. 43 
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We have here the new Counteſs of Rane- 8 
lagh, a little Giddy- brain, who loves nothing 


but Noiſe and Play; ſhe is pretty, but with- 


out Character: How diſagreeable a State! I 


have obſerved, that this Species of People 


adopt the Faults of every body they con- 


verſe With. . 


ber Gar; why weh to the; Glory of 


eclipſing all, of conquering all Hearts, is 


the beautiful Counteſs of Southampton ; al- 


ways lovely, lovely from Morning till Night, 


ever in the Attitude of ſitting for her Pic- 
ture, ſhe thinks of nothing but how to ap- 


pear moſt beautiful, and talks of nothing 
but the Effects of her Charms, If any Man 


addreſſes his Converſation to her, ſhe is ſo 
convinced he is going to make her a Com- 
pliment, that an Air of Thanks precedes her 


Attention to what he is to ſay. All our 
LG 
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Ladies are buſied in rallying her; in ſpite 
of every thing they can ſay, the Counteſs 


pleaſes all 5 but, ſhe ü the * 5 


only. 


Wr have Sir William Manly, gay, agree- 
able, ſimple, plain; a true Engliſhmen, at- 


tached to the Manners, to the Laws, to the 
Cuſtoms of his Country. He is of a very 
ancient Family, but little diſtinguiſhed by 
Court- favour; and, thinks his Birth infi- 


nitely preferable to new, though higher 


TI tles. Poſſeſſor of the fineſt Eſtate in the 
County, he lives in the midſt of his Depen- 
dants, like a tender Father, ſurrounded by 
his Children, who adore him; without ever 


thinking he is above them, except when 
bis Superiority. can remove their Miſeries, | 


cr procure them any Advantages. | In the 
Commiſſion of the Peace for a large Coun- 


ty. he has laboured to inſtruct himſelf, in 
'B * | hit. 
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what ſo many others neglect, the Duties of 
this Truſt, and joins Knowledge to the moſt 
equitable Integrity. This is a Man, my 
Dear; a: d the only one here, who deſerves 


that Appellation. 


Bur the Idol of all our Ladies, is Sydney, 
the youngeſt of thoſe Sydyeys you are ac- 
quainted with: He is a young Baronet, not 
very rich, but infinitely proud notwithſtand- 
ing; he is tall, well made, has the fineſt Hair 
in the World, admirable Teeth, ſome Wit, 
very little Senſe, and a great deal of trifling 
Jargon. He knows nothing, talks of every 
thing, lies with Impudence; is knowing in 
Dogs, Horſes, Baubles, deſpiſes every body, 
admires himſelf ſincerely, decides without 
ceaſing, tires People of Taſte, ſhines amongſt 
+ Fools, and paſſes here for a charming Fel- 
low: Adieu! my deareſt Friend! I em- 
brace my Lord Caſile Cary, though I do not 


moon him. 
. LE He 


13 | * 
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WWedneſday, WinxcunsTER, 


H E Y have brought me two of your 
Letters; I ought to have received 
them Yeſterday; I was very uneaſy about 
them: Sir Harry thought they muſt have 
been forgot; he went ſeven Miles to enquire 
for them. I believe I have a bad Heart, for 


Jam angry at n this Obligation: 0 
him. 


* 
% 
: - A'S 


WHaT you tell me of the Rupture be- 
tween Sir Charles and Lady Selby, appears 
to me incredible. What? that Lover, io 
paſſionate, who adored her, who could not 
live without ſeeing her, and who threatened. 
in his jealous Furies, to ſtab hicmſelf before 

B 5 Wi... 


34 VVV 
her Eyes? He has quitted her, and with 
chat Unconeernedneſs, that Eclat, without 
troubling himſelf either about her, or the 
World! — Happy Men ! what Advantage 
does Difference of Education, Prejudice, and 
Cuſtom, give to that daring Sex, who bluſh 
at nothing, ſay and do whatever they pleaſe! 
What Arts will Man not practiſe, when im- 
pelled by Intereſt, or by Pride! He cringes 
at our Feet, without being aſhamed; our 
Scorn does not abaſe him, our Diſdain can- 
not repulſe him : Mean when he defires, 
inſolent when he hopes, ungrateful when he 
has obtained, Supple, and inſinuating Ser- 
pent; who, like that in Milton, takeſt every 
Form, trieſt every Art to engage our At- 
| tention ; and then conveyelt. thyſelf from 
the Snare thou haſt ſpread ſor us! — Poor 

Lady Selby ! How I pity her! How bitter 
is it to be abandoned! Ah! my dear Hen- 
riet with what Levity you ſpeak of her | 
Situation! 


* 
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Situation! If you had ever felt that tor- 


menting Miſery, — May you never feel 
it!— This Relation has recalled to my Me- 


mory thoſe Hours, when my erring Heart 


— But I will think of it no more. 


Have I told you, that we have here the 


famous Counteſs of Sunderland, fo beautiful, 
ſo indifferent, ſo beloved, and ſo eſteemed, 
not only in England, but in the northern 


Courts, of which ſhe was the Admiration ? 
She is near Forty, and does not appear Thir- 
ty. I cannot better paint her to you, than 
by ſending you the Copy of a Letter ſhe 
wrote to Sir William Manly: He has preſerv- 


ed | It careful ly ever ſince he received it, w hich 


is thifteen Years. He has traced the Out- 


lines of it to me, which has given me a great 
Deſire to ſee it, and he has promiſed me to 
ſend for the Box in which it is kept. This 


Letter, he ſays, perfectly characteriſes the 
| _ Counteſs, 


5 LN K. 
Counteſs. He was in Love with her, and 
cannot ſee her even now, without Emotion. 
He had wrote her a Declaration of Love, 


and it is her Anſwer to that Declaration, 

which I am to ſee. As ſcon as I have this 

wonderful Epiſtle, I will communicate it to 
you. Adieu! my charmiog Friend. 


Ebern 


Tburſday, W1iNGHESTER. 
OV are cruelly exact, my dear Henri- 
b etta: You promiſed me not to mention 

Lord Offory, and you keep your Word, with 
a Punctuality thatI acmire, I did not wiſh 
1 - you ſhould entertain me with his Sentiments, 
4 with my own, or the Caprice which brings 
3 die back ro me : -But, to leave me in Ig- 
norance, 


— , Des: "RO 
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norance, whether he is yet in London, whe- 
ther he intends ſtaying there, what he is do- 
ing, whether he endeavours to ſee my Lord 

Caſtle- Cary; this is hard, yes, very hard, 

indeed. It is ſometimes kind to fail a little 


in complying with one's Requeſt. — But, 


why this vain Curioſity ?—— What Intereſt 

have I? —— Perſevere, — Tell me nothing 
of him, my Temper is grown very bad, 
every thing diſpleaſes me: Sir Harry 
makes this Place diſagreeable to me; he 
beſets me, he fatigues me, wherever I turn 


I ſce only him; he follows me, he meets me 


every where. Scarce am I a Moment in 
my Cloſet, before he enters with an Air of 
ſome important Buſineſs: Tou would ſup- 
poſe, by his Looks, ſomething very intereſt- 
ing brought him there; he has nothing to ſay 
to me, but, perhaps, to bid me Good-mor- 

row. He goes out, he comes back, he 


ſeems diſturbed, he takes out of Betty's 
_ Hands 


FR 
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Hands, whatever ſhe was going to bring 
me, diſorders my Books, throws them down, 
aſks me for Tea, goes away without drink- 
ing it; returns to tell me he is ill, over- 
whelmed with Anguiſh, that he is dying. 
He walks with his Arms acroſs, ſighs, groans, 
does not die, and exhauſts my Patience to 
that Degree, that I find it difficult to behave 
to him with Politeneſs. How I hate Love! 
How I hate all who entertain the cruel De- 
ſign of inſpiring me with it! — Sir James 
deſires a Moment's Converſation with me: 
He has formed a Project, he ſays, which he 
will ſubmit to my Deciſion : He regards 
me with an Air that — He ſpeaks to me 
with ſuch a Tone of Voice —— What can 
he have to ſay to me? — I have one Obli- 
gation to Lord Offcry, the Remembrance 
of him will be my Preſcrvative, my eter- 
nal Preſervative, againſt all his Scx. Who 
can appear amiable to me, after my Lord 
„ 


LET T 39 
Ofſory ? Who can inſpire me with Confi- 
dence, when my Lord Offory has deceived 
me ? How different are all I fee from 
him? — But, my Dear, I muſt think no 
more of him. — Alas! how difficult is it to 
forget him! 


1 xncLost the Letter I promiſed you: 
Sir William has allowed me to take a Copy; 
you will have the as to ſend it mw 
back ? 


To Sir WILLIAM MANLY. 


My Eſteem for Sir William” Many ei en- 
| gages me to explain myſelf ro him, . with a 
Freedom, which I ſhould, perhaps, diſpenſe 
with myſelf, from uſing to another. You 
are amiable, well made, modeſt; you ap- 
pear prudent, and I believe you diſcreet. 

So many Perfections, if you join Conſtancy 


EL to 
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to them, will render the Woman, who loves 
you, happy. They would juſtify her Choice 
in her own Eyes, as well as in thoſe of 
others: An uncommon Advantage, which 
would determine me in your Favour, if 
Love was a Sentiment to which I choſe to 
give up my Heart, My Reaſons for avoid- 
ing this Paſſion, are not founded on thoſe 
Prejudices, which have for a long Time loft 
much of their Influence: The preſent Cu- 
ſtom allows me to have a Lover, and, per- 
haps, I ſhould not eſteem myſelf leſs, if my 
Taſte led me to admit one. What I owe 
to my Lord Sunderland, would, however, 
reſtrain me, if he had the Generoſity to think 
our Promiſes were mutual. He neglected 
me at a Time, when the ſlighteſt Complai- 
ſance would have engaged my moſt tender 
Attachment: I ſincerely thank him for leav- 
ing me to that Indifference, which he de- 
ſerves I ſhould feel for him: It is extreme, 
5 he 


* 
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be knows it, and if 1 do not give publick 
Marks of it, it is only from Regard to my- 

ſelf, not thinking it decent to ſhew Con- 
tempt for the Man, whoſe Name I bear. 


Lrr to my own Reflexions, I have long 
made it my Employment to conſider with 
a philoſophick Attention, the World, the 
different Seaſons of Human Life; the Du- 
ration, or, to ſpeak with more Propriety, 
the perpetual Viciſſitude, of all ſublunary 
Things. My moſt ſerious Study has been 
to examine the Virtues, and the Failings of 
my own Sex: I have endeavoured to diſ- 
cover the Guides which are given us, to lead 
us ſafely through the difficult Paths in which 
we tread. I have ſeen, Sir William, that 
Coquetry, Weakneſs, and Pride, are the Por- 
tion of both Sexes; but particularly of my 
own. To Pride, well underſtood, and turn- 
cd towards its nobleſt Object, Women owe»: 

_ their 


. 
their Virtue. Coquetry, in juſt Bounds, 
makes them agreeable; Weakneſs makes 
ſome wretched, and others contemptible. 
Our Taſte ranks us indiſpenſably in one of 
theſe Claſſes; mine has decided for me, 
Pride is my Choice. Thoſe who eſteem 
nothing but the frivolous Advantage of be- 
ing lovely, paſs one Part of their Lives, in 
applauding themſelves on their Charms, and 
the other in lamenting their Loſs. What 
a ridiculous Part does a Coquet play, when 
ſhe has no longer thoſe Attractions ſhe 
would {till be thought to poſſeſs? Weak 
Women are to be pitied; the Senſibility of 
their Hearts, is a Rock on which their Rea- 
ſon is ſhipwrecked: Too often they pre- 
ſerve the Habit of loving, long after they 1 
have loſt the Power to pleaſe : They be- 
come the Jeſt of young Ingrates, who ad- 
dreſs, deceive, and expoſe them to PUTT 
N and Infamy. „ 
PRIDE 


IDE 
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PRIDE has none of theſe Inconveniences; 
the enjoys the paſt, the preſent, and the fu- 
ture; has always the ſame Pieaſures, Age 


cannot deſtroy them; ſhe loves and admires 
herſelf for ever. Is one not happier, Sir 


Milliam, in indulging a Sentiment, which 
one is certain, will always be pleaſing, than 
in giving Way to thoſe which captivate our 


Wills, and make our Happineſs depend on 
the Caprice and Inconſtancy of others? In 


whatever Light my Choice may appear to 


you, believe that nothing can make me re- 
nounce it. If my F riendſhip i is dear to you, 


abandon for ever the uſeleſs Deſign of trou- 


bling the Sweetneſs of my Life; and by a 
Conduct conformable to my Principles, ren- 
der yourſelf worthy of my Confidence, and 
my Eſteem. 


BEHOLD 
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BenoLD here a Woman, who is the Ob- 
ject of univerſal Eſteem and Reſpect: And 
wherefore? Becauſe ſhe has loved herſelf, 
to ſuch a Degree, as to leave no room for 
the Love of any other Being. She has excited 
the Admiration of all the World, but ſhe has 
made the Happineſs of no body, poſſibly, 
not even of herſelf. To oppoſe continually, 
that tender Inclination, which carries us — 
To what, my Dear! To lament one Day, 
the Loſs of a Bleſſing - which one Moment 
may change into the bittereſt Anguiſh. Is 
Tenderneſs then ſo eſtimable? Are its Plea- 
ſures great enough, to recompenſe the Pangs 

with which its Loſs overwhelms us? I 
know not whether I ſee the Counteſs's Vir- | 
tues, and her Reaſoning, in a juſt Light: 
But, her Claſs of weak Women, ſeems t. to 
me, that of good kn 
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Friday, WixcnzsTER: 


O WI my dear Henrietta! he is gone! 
H They know not whither! You fear he 
is in France.—A nd why fear it Ah! whe- 
ther he ſtays, or goes abroad, what is it to 


. me? — What Intereſt ought Ito take in it? 
5. | —He is dead to me. Vet it is { weet, how- 
25 ever, to think he lives for no other than my- 
lea- ne 5 1 N 8 
elk. 
anes © 112 
2 l am afflicted, my dear Friend; I know. 
| WH not what I would have: Diſguſt and In- 
one fipidity are diffuſed around me; the Man-' 


ner of living here wearies me, without kr 1 
bpating my e Ruinous Gaming, 


* 
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long Repaſts, a great deal of Muſick, little 
Repoſe, continual Noiſe, none of thoſe calm 
Delights I promiſed myſelf in the Country. 
— You are ſure, my Lord Offory is no longer 
in Town; yet, if his Family is there. 
one would ſuppoſe. —In France? — Why in 
France ? — The Marchioneſs of Dorcheſter, 


whom he once loved, is juſt gone thither. = 


Perhaps, his Paſſion for her is revived, — 
Does my Lord Caſtle- Cary hide nothing from 
you! The Manner in which he writes to 
me, gives me Suſpicions.— Ah! what is all 
this to me? Why do ] torment myſelf?— 
Lady Elizabeth begs you will ſend her a 
white Domino, very genteel, that 1s, very 
much adorned. Send me one alſo; let it be, 


my God, whatever you pleaſe: It is for a 


Maſquerade, that my Lord Wilton is to give: 
One is fatigued with Pleaſures here. To 
go away without ſeeing Lord Caſtle-Cary, 
without endeavouring to be acquainted with 

| you, 
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you, to ſpeak to you, —not to ſtrive to find 


out where I am, to know from myſelf !— 


Strange, inconceivable Creature! He ap- 
' peared full of Ardour: He could not live 


without ſeeing me again, without appeaſing 
me. To recover his Heart, or to die, ſaid he 


to Belly, the Day that ſhe came, all in Tears, 


to beg I would receive his Viſit, and hear 
him! --- And yet he is gone! He is gone, 


my Dear, and has not ſeen my Lord Caſtle- 
Cary. Where-ever he is, I wiſh him all the 


Happineſs I defire for myſelf, But why, ac- 
cuſe me of Cruelty, and reproach me for his 
Departure? Ah! my dear Henrietta You 


love Lord: Caſtle Cary more than you ima - 


gine! Lou adopt his Style, without per- 


ceiving it. Adieu! Here is Sir Harry: 


Lam very proper at preſent to converſe with 
him. 
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LETTER XII. 


1 Saturday, WINCHESTER. 
I AM weary to Death of this Place, my 
1 Dear. How do I already regret your 
Cloſet, my own, the Sweetneſs of thoſe 
Converſations which an unbounded Con- 
fidence rendered ſo animated, thoſe ſimple 
Amuſements, thoſe Hours ſo uſefully paſt 
in Reading. If Chagrin ſometimes broke 
in upon our Tranquillity, at leaſt Coldneſs 
never found a Place in our Hearts: One 
ſeems free here, and yet Conſtraint is hid 
under that ſeeming Liberty: Every one has 
the Freedom of doing what he will, but not 
E what he thinks. How little Satiſ- 

Ja does the > greal World, that brilliant 
5 cler 
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Society, called good Company, give to thoſe 


who examine it attentively! Itis neither Taſte 


nor the Heart, nor even the Hope of Plea- 


ſure, which draws together theſe fantaſtical 
Beings, born to poſſeſs much, to deſire more, 


and to enjoy nothing. They ſeek each other, 


without being impelled by Affection; they 
meet without being pleaſed, and part with- 
out Regret. What is it then, which unites 
them? Equality of Rank, and of Fortune, 


Cuſtom, Wearineſs of themſelves; that Ne- 


ceſſity of Diſſipation, Which they feel perpe- 


tually, and which ſeems attached to Great- 


neſs, Riches, and Splendor; in ſhort, to all 
thoſe Goods, which Heaven has not W 
bee to * its nn 


Mor Dine, my Dear, and what Friends 


for # Heart like mine! Little den ? 
to diſguiſe my Sentiments, what Pleaſure 


can * 11 thoſe to whom I cannot 
C avow 
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avow them, without Reſerve? One muſt 
be in a very happy Situation to amuſe one- 
ſelf with thoſe, for whom one has no Ten- 
derneſs; but I am too full of Reflexion: 
I weary you, perhaps. Adieu! in whatever 
Humour Jam, I love you always; _ with 
all my Heart. 


LETTER XIII. 


Sunday, WINCHESTER, 

WO of your Letters! He is not 
come back. They know not where 

he is One from my Lord Caſtle-Cary- He 
tells me nothings but he chides me, and in a 
Style, that he would have me take for that of 
Friendſhip---For that of Reaſon--Iwill cer- 
tainly anſwer him. He complains to me of 
the 
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tue little Complai ſance you ſnew him: 1 
my dear Henrietta, have you not told him 
what you know of me, what I conſented you 
ſhould communicate to him? Sun didi nt 
let this Man ſee to what an Exceſs another bas 
been beloved. The Excuſe is diſobliging; 
is he then to blame for being angry? 
Though he is my moſt eſteemed Friend, 1 

have a Kind of Repugnance to confels to 
him my Weakneſs, I will, however, tell 
him all: he will at leaſt be convinced, 
that thoſe Captices with which our Sex is. 
reproached, have no Share in my Reſent- 
ment. You are not upon good Terms with 
Sir Harry; it is a Misfortune I cannot hide 
from you: He aſked, me Yeſterday, why 
you had deferred your Marriage with Lord 
Caftle-Cary till Summer: I told him you 
_ Choſe to wait your Uncle's Return, who was 
to come back at that Time from his Embal- 
or; 2 un of an Hour after he re- 
C'2 peated 
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peated the ſame Queſtion, and I made him 
exactly the ſame Reply. Cruel Woman, ne 
exclaimed, to impoſe ſo bard a Condition If 
T was Caſtle-Cary.— If you were, Sir? ſaid 
1. I believe. You believe? / hope your 
Ladyſbip is not offended. — But pray, if you 
were Caſtle- Cary? dare not ſpeak; — I have 
the Unhappineſs to diſpleaſe you, to be trouble 
ſome to you, notwithſtanding, Madam. —U pon 
this'he aroſe from his Seat, took Heaven to 
witneſs to I know not what, walked about 
very faſt, began a Converſation' with him- 
ſelf, and all this with an Air ſo gloomy, ſo 
afflited, ſo melancholy.---And has remain- 
ed ever ſince ſo diſconcerted --- But here he 
comes more ſad, more indiſpoſed, more dy- 
g, than ever: He brings me ſome Pamph- 
— I am ſure they are worth docking; even 
before 1 {ce them. e 


: 3x 
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Monday, WINCHESTER, 


WRITE this Poſt to Lord Caſtle-Cary, and 
give him that Detail he could not ob- 
tain from you. His long Friendſhip for my 
Lord Offory perſuades. him, that the Uſage 
of which 1 complain, cannot be unpardon- 
able. I flatter myſelf, he will judge other- 
wiſe; he ſhall no longer, at leaſt, have an 
Excuſe for tiring me with common-place 
Arguments. To tell you the Truth, my 
dear Henrietta, I would on no Account, that 
any other Perſon ſhould ſee this Hiſtory ; 
it appears to me a diſagreeable Circumſtance 

to have one, and if I was to think ſeriouſly, I 
ſhould probably deſtroy this. I ſpent Part of 
the Night in writing it; 1 cannot expreſs to 
Tz 1 


Be EFF. 

you how much this Employment has diſor- 
dered me. As ſoon as Lord Caſtle-Cary 
has read this Pacquet, do me the Favour to 
burn it. I cannot anſwer your Letter; you 
were very gay, my Dear, when you wrote 
it; I am not enough ſo at preſent to reply. 


To Lord CASTLE-CARY. 


No, my Lord, I have not that Spirit of 
Obſtinacy, which could lead me to afflict 
myſelf, that another may ſhare in my Pains; 
but I have that noble Firmneſs, which diſ- 
tinguiſhes generous Minds from thoſe mean 
Souls, always ready to receive any Impreſ- 
ſion you wiſh to give them. Determined 
in my Reſolutions by unalterable Principles, 


Honour demands; and what I believe my 

Duty, ſhall always regulate my Conduct, and 
my Ideas of Happineſs. He has <wronged 
2 . 5% 


I am capable of thoſe exalted Efforts which *. 


; 
f 
; 
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vou, you ſay, be is ſenſible of it, he returns; 
vou rejett his Submiſſions : this Proceeding is 
inconſiſtent with your Charatter: you ftill love; 
you are ſtill beloved, you ought to pardon. 
And why ought I, my Lord? You had a 
Quarrel with Mr. Sternill, he had infulted 
you in a Moment of Madneſs, he acknow- 


ledged his Fault, he offered you all the Sa- 


tisfaction in his Power; you knew he loved 
you: notwithſtanding this, you refuſed to 
hear him; nothing could prevail on you to 
conſent to an Accommodation: and for a 
doubtful Jeſt, a Word eſcaped in the Heat 
of a fooliſh Diſpute, you ſtretched dead at 
your Feet, him, whom you had an hun- 
dred Times called by the tender Name f 
Friend. Did any one blame your Inflexi- | 
bility ? And why muſt I pardon? I, who 
have been inſulted with cool Reflexion, with 


5 premeditated Deſign, under the Veil of 


. of Love, of all thoſe. Senti- 
C 4 ments, 


— 
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ments, which have Power to touch a grate- 
ful and tender Heart? Ah! what Right 
has one Sex to ſport with the Softneſs and 
eee 1 the other? 
Is Cuſtom has mk the Point of Honour 
different between us; if I am not forced to 
revenge myſelf publickly, ought my Re- 
ſentment to be the leſs lively? Ought it to 
yield to the Advances of an Enemy, who 
muſt have expiated with his Life, a much. 
leſs Injury, had it been offered to your Lord- 
ſhip? What are your Pretenſions to inſult, 
or to revenge? What Pride perſuades ou 
that you have a Right to puniſh, when you: 
think I ought to pardon ? = 


Dow*T, my Lord, give me Prejudices for 
Laws, nor Uſurpation as a Title; Time 
and Poſſeſſion may ſtrengthen the Power of 


| Iojuſtice,. but cannot make: it lawful. In. 
: 0 the: 
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the difficult Road we have travelled toge- 
ther, Heaven has placed us in the ſame 
Path; I have Spirit to keep up to you, my 
Lord, and can allow no Diſtinction between 
Creatures, who feel, think, and act, in the 
ſame Manner. 5 N 


Bur I hate to declaim; and though your 
Letter is very proper to animate me, I will 
carry the Subject no farther. I will give 
you the Account you have deſired; I even” 
conſent to make you the Arbiter between 
Lord Offory and me: Prepared, however, 
to appeal from your Judgment, if you con- 

demn me after the Facts I am going to diſ- 
cloſe. | 6943 61? a 
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Wrar I am going to confide to your 
Lordſhip, is intereſting only to a Friend. 
Wholly engroſſed by my Afflictions, I am, 
notwithſtanding, fully ſenſible, they contain 
nothing extraordinary, but the Manner in 
which J have felt them; but Events appear 
to us in a very different Light, from the 
Difference of our Characters: I am incon- 
ſolable under a Misfortune, which would, 


Pee. have been very light to another. 


MARRIED at Sixtoen, and a Widow at 


1 7 Eighteen, I returned to FE juſt at the 


Time you ſet out for Vienna: nothing then 
promiſed me the conſiderable Fortune I have 
ſince been Miſtreſs of. Without Ambition, 


without F Fondneſs for Splendour, I did not 
wiſh. 
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wiſh r. that Fortune! Alas! would my 
Brother ſtill enjoyed it! What Riches can 
make me forget him! How willingly would 
1 part with all this idle Pomp to recover a 
Friend ſo dear to me! You loved him, 
my Lord, and you know how juſtly I regret 
him. He left us to go into France, and I 
remained with my Aunt, who. had been a 
Parent to us both. Lady Aune her Daugh- 
ter, marrying Lord Oſmond, and my Aunt 
giving up to them her Houſe in Pall. Mall, 
it was en 1 ſhould continue n „n 


My Lord 2 extreme Jealoufy hat 
| accuſtomed me to Retirement: I found little 
Pleaſure in the great World: Reading and 
Muſiek employed all my Time. The Men 
thought me amiable; they told me ſo; but 
without being inſenſible to the Pleaſure of 
Admiration, I was infinitely ſo to the Cares 
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of my Lovers. I laughed at their TranſC- 
ports; and ridiculing the Follies of which 
Love made them guilty, I fancied Reaſon 


and Pride would always ſecure: me from its 
Power, ww | 5 


en akees my Couſin's Marriage, we left 
Landon for Hersfordſpire. Lord Offory, and 
Mr, Aſbly returned, at that Time, one of 
them from France, and the other from Jay: 
As they were both F riends to my Lord O/- 
nond, they were invited to Hertford, they ſet 
out directly, and arrived together, I was with 
Lady Oſmond, when my Lord preſented 
them to her: The Moment! caſt my Eyes 
on one of them, my Taſte was for ever fixed. 


L oap Ofery profeſſed. hinfalf a an a Enemy 
40 Love: till J ſaw him, I was perfectly 
indifferent: this Conformity of Humours 


on which they ſometimes rallied us, was the 
firſt. 


LETTER NN N 
© firſt Bond of that Friendſhip, which united 
us: Hetalked of Love,. but it was always 
to complain of itsRigor z he ſeemed to know 
only its Pains. My Heart, which already 
ſy mpathized with him, took a ſecret Intereſt 
in his Diſcourſes; I repeated them to my- 
ſelf when alone, and ſuppoſing he regretted 
_ an unfaithful Miſtreſs, I partook of his Cha. 
grin: I was aſtoniſhed how ſhe could ever 
ceaſe to love him, and it ſeemed to me, that 
a Woman, who could betray or abandon 


him, muſt be born more n * all 
| others, | 


„Feast Wine Time, without attending to 
the Pleaſure I felt in ſeeing Lord Oy: I 
gave myſelf up to it without Reflexion; 
and only obſerved, that ſince his coming to 
Heriford, every _ was Rs more 
intereſting to me. 


8 


Mn. 
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_—_— alan himſelf my Lover: 
— . his Paſſions are lively, but of 
ſhort Duration; he addreſſed me with the 
moſt impatient Ardour, but that Ardour 
appeared to me importunate. Lord Ofmond 
wiſhed he might pleaſe me; he even gave 
him Hopes, but I deſtroyed them the Mo- 
ment he ſpoke to me on the Subject. Mr. 
Abbby grew inſupportable to me ʒ he became | 
melancholy, jealous, impertinent; he quar- 
relled with me often, and paſſed whole Days 
in Hunting to avoid me. My Lord Offory 
on theſe Occaſions, rallied me on his Ab- 
fence; told me, laughing, he faw I was af- 
flicted at it, and offered himſelf -to-repreſent 
Mr. Afbby. He took his Place near me, 
imitated his little Cares; gathered Flowers, 
and preſented them to me with that timid 
Countenance, that Air of Sadneſs, from which 


e Love cannot preſerve itſelf, and 
| which 
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which adds to the Diſguſt of the beloved 
Object. My Lord mixed ſo much Grace with 

every thing he did, that this Pleaſantry, 
though repeated often, was always new and 


entertaining: it engaged us to ſeek each 
other; and when our Converſation took a 


more ſerious Turn, Lord Oſſory lamented Mr. 
Apoby's Unhappineſs, and told me, he could 
not conceive any Misfortune equal to that © 
of loving me, and being diſpleaſing to me. 
One Morning when I had been walking a 
long Time with Mr. Aſbby, by one of his 
common Caprices, he changed his Humour 
on a ſudden, and appeared infinitely gay, 
and lively: my Lord Offory aſſumed a ſerious 

Air; I faw a Coldneſs in his Looks; I was 
ſhocked at it; an unknown Emotion took 
Poſſeſſion of my Heart, and gave me inex- 
preſſible Torment. I would have fpoke to 
Lord Offry, to aſk him the Reaſon of his 
SI, but far from * thoſe Opportu- , 
nities 
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nities I gave him of approaching me, he” 


did not even ſeem to give the leaſt Attention 
to my Deſign: The Hours paſt, and the 


Day was at an End, without his having deign- 


ed to addreſs me a ſingle Word. How long 


did that Day appear! what Deſpite did I feel 


our ſo much, that I thought I hated him. 


The Moment I was alone, the Tears guſhed 


from my Eyes; they removed the Oppreſſion 
of my Heart, and gave me Liberty to reflecb 
on the ſecret Cauſe 85 that e We 
__ them flow. 1 U 0 l i A109 


way rbb ir dds e Ur my Lord 
Oſſory's Coldneſs? Why defire to ſpeak to 


nim? What had I to ſay to him? And why: 


intereſt myſelf in the Change of his Temper? 
Theſe Queſtions which J put to myſelf, 


diſcovered to me at once the Paſſion, to 


againſt Lord Offory I reſented his Behavi- 


* 
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card 1 had Give * * n i 


F: 


3 LL [ ll you more, my * Fo os 
confeſſing it, I had alſo. the Weakneſs, to . 
_ pardon myſelf this Attachment. 'I found 
Lord Oſory ſo worthy to be beloved; the 
Charms of his Wit, the Graces of his Per- 
ſon, his Air, his Features, the Nobleneſs of 
his Sentiments, a thouſand amiable Quali- 
ties, the Virtues he really poſſeſſed, thoſe-. 


* 


which my Love added to them; every 
thing in him ſeemed proper to augment, 


and to juſtify my Tenderneſs: I vowed ne- 
ver to diſcover my Paſſion, but I vowed alſo 
to ey it to my Grave. 


BY APPEARED in the Morning wich fucha an 
Air of Deſpondency, as made every body 
apprehenſive for my Health. Lord Q 
diſcovered, ſo much Inquietude, ſhewed him - 


0 
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elf ſo touched with my Languor, that the 


lively Intereſt he took in it, diſpelled it in a 


Moment; whilſt I beheld him, whilſt I liſten- 
ed to him, my Gaiety returned, and brought 
back to my Countenance that chearful Luſ- 


tre, which Chagrin had baniſhed thence, 


From that Moment I carefully obſerved the 


Pregreſs of my Conqueſt; my Lord ſhewed 


the warmeſt Friendſhip for me, but he 


ſhewed no more than Friendſbip. 


Tur Winter brought us back to Town; 


I ſaw Lord Offry ſeldomer; I became me- 
-lancholy, thoughtful ; I felt a Diſguſt for 
all thoſe Amuſements, which pleaſed me 
before I had given.away my Heart. Lady 


Henrietta was then at Venice with her Father: 


Deprived of the only Friend with whom I. 
dared to truſt my Sorrows, 1 kept a perpe- 


tual Guard on my ſelf to conceal them: 
Sometimes Ibluſhed at my 285 [ uy 


ed 
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ed my paſt Tranquillity; I determined no 
longer to give Way to my Sentiments; I 
ſtruggled with them; I examined my Lord 
with Attention; I ſought to find Defects in 
him; I wiſhed it was poſſible he could diſ- 
pleaſe me ; but the more I ſaw, the more I 
heard of him, the more convinced 1 was that 
he was truly enn of all the Lovel felt 
for him. | | „ 995 


Ma. Aſhby, whoſe ET was extreme, 
tired of my Indifference, addreſſed his Vows 
to Miſs Germain ; his Infidelity 'made us 
Friends: As his' new Miſtreſs was' often 
with me, he begged of me not to teach her 
to uſe him ill. My Lord Offery had always 
a Place in our Converſation: We ſpeak, 

without intending it, of the Object, who is 
dear to us: His Name is, without ceaſing, 
on the Borders of our Lips; we would 
withold it, but it eſcapes us: We have pro- 
nounced it a hundred Times, when we fancy 
we 
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we have not pronounced it once. Whether 
Mr. Aſhby penetrated my ſecret Thoughts, 


and wiſhed to revenge himſelf, or whether 


he really believed what he aſſerted, he repeat- 
ed to me continually that he ſhould pity ex- 
tremely that Woman who attached herſelf to 
Lord Offory : He painted him ſolid, amiable, 
generous; but inſenfible. He chagrined me 
by his Diſcourſe, yet I was never weary of 
liſtening to it: Lord Offery was talked of, 
though to his Diſadvantage, and all Conver- 

ſation, of which Lord Offry was the Subject, 
bad an attractive Charm for me. 


1 1 


I rAssRD Part of the Winter in all the 
Pangs of Suſpenſe; my Lord's Attention, 
his Aſſiduity, redoubled; a thouſand little 
Cares which proceed from the Heart alone, 
and which the Heart alone knows how to 
ſet a juſt Value on, all perſuaded me that I 
was beloved; but he had never told me ſa: 
and that Doubt inſeparable from true Paſſion, 


that 


g , " r 
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that Fear which raiſes Obſtacles to our De- 


ſires, and deſtroys our fondeſt Hopes, made 
me always diſtruſt thoſe Proofs thatI thought 
he gave me of his Tenderneſs. Whilſt he 
was with me; the fofteſt Tranquillity reigned 
in my Soul, my deareſt Wiſhes ſeemed ful- 
filled; when he was abſent, 1 felt all my In- 

quietudes revive,” 51 | 


We were one Evenida in Lady Gaube 
Cloſet; every body were at Cards, except 
my Lord Offery and myſelf; I was ſtanding, 
leaning on Lady Dur/ley's Chair, and obſerv- 
ing her Play. She called my Lord Ofory 
to alk him a Queſtion; as he ſtooped down 


do ſpeak to her, happening to move my 
Hand, it fell by mere Accident on my 
Lord's: Iwithdrew it haſtily, but he, fixing 


on me the moſt paſſionate Look, carried his 
to his Mouth, and kiſſed that Part of it 


. mine hay touched. I was affected by 


this 
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this Action, it ſoftened me, ib charmed me: 
and during the Remainder of the Evening, 1 
I could not keep myſelf from regarding him 
with a Look of Embarraſment, which 'toid MW 5 
him too plainly what it mance, to con- * 
WE G 


ceal. 


ParDoN me, my Lord, if I am prolix 
in relating theſe little Particulars : this in- 
human Paſſion has been ſo dear to me, all 

that relates to it is yet ſo recent in my Me- 
mory, that it is impoſſible for me to ſpeak 
on the Subject without recalling every Cir- 
cumſtance, that led me to give myſelf up to 

an Inclination which has been the Source of 
all wy Misfortunes, 2 | 
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Rows 1 the Spring we returned to Heri. 
ford; Lord Offory begged to be of our Party. 
I felt an extreme Joy at it; I flattered myſelf 


it was on my Account only ; I was charm- 
4 ed 
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Sacrifice! Leſs interrupted than in Town, 


n 
| m—_— I . 1 


and I inſtructed him in the Spaniſb: our Stu- 


ed OO EE” wards 


8 
ed that he preferred me to thoſe Amuſe - 
ments which publick Places offered him: 
Alas! I was but too grateful for ſo trifling a 


we paſſed whole Hours in thoſe beautiful 
Gardens which Lord Oſmond has adorned 
with every Charm of Art and Nature, My 
| Lord improved me in the French Language 


dies led us to Reflexions, of which our Sen- 
timents were always the Foundation. The 
Secret of our Souls ſeemed every Moment 
ready to eſcape us; our Eyes had already | 
betrayed it, when one day, reading an af. 
fecting Story of two tender Lovers, who + 
had been cruelly torn from each other, the 

I Book fell from our Hands, our Fears began 5 
i- co flow, and ſeized with I know not what 
ty. Kind of Fear, our Eyes were fixed ardently 
ſelf on each other. He put one of his Arms 
rm- round . as if to detain me; I leaned os... 
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wards him, and breaking Silence at the dude 
Time, we exclaimed both together, Ab! 
how unhappy were theſe Lovers! 


A xu Confidence followed this acci- 
dental Diſcovery of our Tenderneſs: Lord 
Oſory cenfeſſed to me the Paſſion with which 


he ſaid, I had inſpired him the firſt Mo- 
ment he beheld me. He told me the Reaſons 
which he had to reſiſt the warm Emotions 


of his Heart, naturally inclined to love. 


You know he was engaged to Lady Charlotte 
Chefter, when the old Marquis of Dorcheſter 
offered himſelf, and was immediately ac- 
cepted. Lady Charlotte preferred to an 
amiable Lover, who adored her, and for 
whom ſhe pretended an equal Paſtion, a 


Title, which ſhe had then no Hopes of with 


him, he having at that Time two elder Bro- 
thers. This ambitious Woman. diſguſted 


Lord Ofory with all the Sex, he believed them 
inca- 
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incapable of Tenderneſs or of Fidelity. He 
left London, and till he came to Hertford, 
preſerved his Fear of engaging in another 
Attachment; but this Fear was ſoon loſt 
in the Hope of finding i in me a Heart formed 
for his. He forgot the Marchioneſs, and 
thought of nothing but of delivering him- 


ſelf up to the Love I inſpired, which how- 
ever he had the S to conceal from me. 


Wir what Fire did he paint to me that 
Love! How often did he ſwear, that his 
Happineſs, that his Life depended on my 


returning his Paſſion! How melting were 


bis Looks! How ardent his Expreſſions. 
His Diſcourſe, the\ very Sound of his Voice, 
penetrated my Soul : His Words are engra- 


ven there 1 in Characters never to be effaced. 


An! my Lord! What a 1 The | 
Confeſſion of a Halben which one partakes, | 
* 1s 


reer BY. 
is like a ſudden Flaſh of Light, which car- 


ries a new Day into one's Ideas. An un- 


ſpeakable Charm was diffuſed on every 
Thing around me; every Object became 
more ſmiling, more amiable in my Eyes; 
all Nature ſeemed more adorned and lovely. 
That Garden, where I had juſt learned I 
was beloved, appeared to me the Abode of 
| ſome benevolent being, who had withdrawn 


the Veil which had fo long hid my Happt- 
neſs from me. 


Sxiz ED with Aſtoniſhment and Joy, how 
could I hide thoſe rapid Emotions, Emo- 
tions to which I had been then a Stranger? 
And why ſhould I have reſtrained them? 1 

ſuFere him to ſee the Pleaſure his Con- 
feſſion had carried into my Soul; he enjoy- 
ed it, and augmented i it by his Tranſports, 


and by the Gratitude with which he received 


che Vows 1 made, never to ceaſe loving him. 


FROM 
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* 


Fnont that Inſtant Lord Oſſem has en- | 


groſſed all the Tenderneſs of my Soul, and 
1 have only breathed to love him, 


»Twas about this Time, the Duke of 
Suffolk came to Hertford: he paſſed fix 
Weeks there, and conceived that Paſſion for 


me which he yet preſerves. Why can I not 


reward him with a Sentiment more tender 
than Eſteem? So conſtant an Ardour ought 
to triumph over the Remembrance of an In- 


grate. My Lord Duke offered me his Hand, 
my Refuſal afflicted without offending him: 


be eaſily imagined that the Rank of Dutcheſs, - 


with an immenſe Fortune, offered by a No- 
bleman, whoſe Perſon was uncommonly 


agreeable, and whoſe Character was high in 


the World's Eſteem; would not have been re- 
fuſed without a ſtrong Attachment for ano- 


ther. He explained himſelf to Lord Of 


D 2 nond, 5 
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mond, who aſſured him of the contrary z but 
without being able to convince him. I did 
not doubt but his Suſpicions fell on my Lord 


Ofſory, and] believed it the more, becauſe he 


never after pronounced his Name before me, 
à Piece of Reſpect which I ſhall always ac- 
ae as an Obligation. 


Wr hid with Care our ſecret 88 
dence, without any other Reaſon than a 


little Shame for having changed our Reſo- 
lutions: we ſaw each other continually, 
and at Night wrote to each other hat we 
had not been able to ſay during the Day. 
How dear is that Time even yet to my Re- 

membrance! How happy did I live: What 
Good is comparable to the Sweetneſs of 


loving a Man worthy of our moſt tender 


Affection, who loves us, who tells us ſo, 
who repeats it every Moment, and whoſe 


every Wiſhis loſt in ours? What Pleaſure 
xpect him, to ſee him appear, t to lift up 


o 


to him thoſe Eyes to which his Preſence 


gives new Luſtre, to read in his that he 
thinks us lovely, and that we are ſo happy 
as to pleaſe him! How flattering to ſre 


oneſelf the Object of all his Cares, to ima- 
gine he feels all the Tranſports he excites, 
that he enjoys all the Pleaſures that he 
gives! | WET nn” 


An, my Lord, why do the Leyity, the 


Inconſtancy of our Hearts, change. into 
Bitterneſs Sentiments ſo {oft and enchanting! 
From whence comes it, that of two Perſons 


who have equal Power of procuring to each 
other, ſo true, ſo exalted a Happineſs, one 
ſhould ceaſe to feel it, and deliver up the 
other to eternal Regret? 5 Amiable Senſibi- 
lity! Dear and flattering, Preſent! No, it 
is not you WhO render us unhappy: our 
natural Inquietude, our Capricesz poiſon 
the Gifts of Heaven, and we laviſh away 


Dis: without 
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Without poſſeſſing, the precioys Biggs 
which it beſtows upon us. 


Six Months paſſed in this agreeable Si- 
tuation: towards the Middle of Autumn 
Lord Offory was obliged to return to Lan- 
don, to be preſent at the Marriage of Lord 
Newport with Lady Mortimer. He ſhewed 
an extreme-Repugnance to leaving us, and 
quitted me with an unaffected and lively 
Sorrow. He wrote to me two or three times 
a Day; his Letters breathed the Soul of 
Tenderneſs; he ſpoke only of the ardent 
Deſire he had to return, to ſee me again, 
and of the Hopes he had of ſoon being 
united to me in thoſe ſoft Bonds, he came 
from ſeeing tied. My Replies expreſſed the 
Grief his Abſence gave me; and which 
nothing was able to diſſipate. He returned, 


a the Joy of ſeeing him again effaced the 
remem- 


an unuſual Melancholy; I aſked the Reaſon 


Heart truly enamoured cannot but take in 
the leaſt Inquietude of the beloved Object. 


his Sorrows, I ſaw his Eyes wet with Tears: 


which your Goodneſs renders every Inſtant 


1. E R XIV. 79 


Remembrance of thoſe tedious Hours I had 
paſſed without him. 


{5 HE firſt Tranſports of this Joy being 
calmed, I fancied I perceived in his Looks FY 


of it, with that tender Intereſt Which a 


One Day as I preſſed him to truſt me with 


he endeavoured to hide them from me, and 
turning away his Face, Ah! ſaid he to me, 
with a Voice broken and intęrrupted, I have 
a Reproach to make myſelf, a Reproach 


more lively, Do not inſiſt on my explaining 
the Reaſon of it; if I ſpeak, you will love me 
leſs, you will perhaps no longer love me at 
all: Tam not worthy. of the Heart you have © 

given me; no Man is worthy of it. How 
| D 4 much 
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much is your Soul above mine? How ought 
I-to bluſh before you! Ah! Lady Cateſby! 
Is this your Lover! ! Is this the Man beloved 
by you, who has prepared for himſelf eter- 
nal Remorſe?— No, Iam no more that hap- | 


py Lover who once hoped to deſerve you. 
This ſtrange Diſcourſe pierced my Heart 
with Sorrow : I begged him to open his 
whole Soul to me; he refuſed; I did not 


dare to preſs him for Fear of adding to his 


Affliction: Time ſeemed to ſoften it, and 


my Curioſity ſubſided. His Love was al- 


ways the ſame, and his Grief diſſipating by 
little and little, I was not obſtinate to diſ- 


cover his Secret. Lord Offory was ſo dear 


to me, I found ſuch Sweetneſs in ſacrificing 
every thing to him! How could I renew a 


Subject of Converſation which might dif- 


ow” or afflict him ? 
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W were to leave Heriford | in a Week „ 
Lord Offory had prevailed on me to conſent 
to give him my Hand a Month after our 
Return to London: 1 wiſhed however to 
have waited my Brother 8 Return; , whoſe laſt 
Letters had aſſured me he intended to croſs 
the Seas in the Beginning of Winter. Lord 
Offery might have expected a better Match 
than Iwas at that Time: however my Fortune 
was ſufficient to bear the additional Expence i 
which a Wife would occaſion: it put me 
in a Condition to refuſe the adyantageous | 
Settlements he would have made: A Plan 
of the Marriage Articles was ſent to him; 
i he took Pleaſure i in examining them, in ſet- 


4 


tling them with me: we were agreed on all 
Points, when one Evening a Meſſenger en- 7 
quired for my Lord Ofery with an Appezr- At 
| ance of great Myſtery, and would deliver 

| his Pacquet into no Hands but his own. 
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He was at Play, and left it to ſpeak to this 
Man, but inſtead of coming back, he ſent 
to beg Lord Arthur would take his Cards; 
At Supper Time one of his Servants came to 
tell us he found himſelf a little indiſpoſed, 
and was gone to Bed. | 


"Nzvzs did my Heart feel any Inquie- 
tude equal to what ſeized it at this Meſſage. 
I did not imagine my Lord was ill, but I was 


convinced he had received ſome ill News, 


I ſent Betty ſeveral Times to enquire after 
his Health, and to find out how he was em- 


ployed ; ſhe brought me Word at firſt, that 


he was ſhut up in his Apartment, and had 


commanded his Servants not to enter, At 
length ſhe learnt of his Valet de Chambre, 
that he wept bitterly, ſeemed in Deſpair, and 


that he had never ſeen him in ſo ſhocking & * 


Rn of Mind. . 


Wuar 
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WnAT a Night did 1 pb My Lord: 
Ofſory was in the deepeſt Affliction; he mut 


himſelf up; ; he wept; he had Sorrows, and 
he did not ſeek me. Had he then Grief he 
feared to truſt me with! Did he doubt the 


Intereſt I took in whatever' concerned him? 


He had then Secrets to me. I recalled to 
Mind his Diſcourſe, and his Embarraſment 


the Day he returned to Heriford; I began 
to fear, without knowing what I feared. 
The Idea only that he was in Tears, made 


mine flow; I was not able to calm my trou- 
bled Heart; and the Morning ſurpriſed me 
in that painful Suſpenſe, which one is always 

eager to get rid of, but of which one often 


has Occaſion to lament the Loſs. 


As ſoon as the Hour allowed, 1 ſent to 
know how my Lord did: they returned 
Anſwer, that he was not in Bed, that he 
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84 LETTER XIV. 
was dreſſed, 75 had ſat down to write. My. 
Lord Arthur, his Lady, and Son, were the 
only Strangers remaining at Hertford: they. 
left us that very Day. To avoid appearing, . 
I ordered them to ſay 1 was aſleep, and went 


to walk by the Side of the Canal: I wander- 


ed a long Time without perceiving the Path 
that I had taken: As I was returning, I ſaw 
my Lord Offory, who advanced towards me, 
but ſo feeble, ſo dejected, fo changed, that 


it was eaſy to judge in beholding him, that 


ſome fatal, ſome unforeſeen Event, muſt 
have reduced him to that State. He joined 
me, bowed, without lifting up his Eyes, 
took one of my Hands, which he gently 


where we both ſeated ourſelves, without 


aſk him any Queſtions; he attempted to 
ſpeak, but his Voice expired upon his Lips: 
at 155 Tg: at my 2 and hiding his 
1 Face 


x nd 


preſſed between his, and led me to an Arbor | 


ſpeaking a Word. I had not Courage to 


: th ET T E K XIV. 9 ib 
Face in my Robe, he wept aloud, wich all 7 
the Marks of inexpreſſible Affliction. His 
Tears, and his melancholy Silence, ſtabbed 
me to the Heart; I preſſed him tenderly: o 
ſpeak; I wept with him, his Sorrow ver- 
whelmed me; I conjured bim to moderate 
it; to lodge it in my Boſom: he ſeemed to 
yield to my Intreaties, and raiſed his Head. 
His Eyes, bathed in Tears, were fixed on 
mine; our Tears were mingled; he Ces 
determined to explain himſelf; I again OT 121 
ed him to it, when ſtarting ſuddenly from 
me, he left me with the moſt precipitate 
Haſte. I called to him, but in vain; I would 
have followed him, but had not eee 
All my Fears, my Alarms, were for him 
alone; Icould not conceive what could afflit -- 
him to that Exceſs, nor how i it was polble 
he ſhould find ſuch Difficulty i in opening his 
Soul to me. Going back to my. Apart! 
ment, r e me my Lord Offery was 
e gone 3 


; 
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gone : two Hours after, they brought me a 
Letter; it was from him: could I have 
imagined I ſhould ane 4 there the es 


Words: ?, 


II EAVx you, Madam, and I leave you 
without the remoteſt Hope ever to behold 2 
you again, How ſhould I dare again to 
appear before you? I, who have betrayed 
you? Who, when arrived at the Summit of 
my moſt ardent Wiſhes, when beloved by 
you, have not not been able to repreſs an 
unworthy Inclination? Who have expoſed 
myſelf to the Loſs of ſo precious a Bleſſing 
Ah! Madam! Deteſt, deſpiſe this Mon- 
ſter, who has deſtroyed your Happineſs, and 
his own. So near being united to you! ſo 
charmed with my Fate! ſo proud to reign in 
a Heart like yours! When you had given 
me the Preference. Muſt I'then! — Tes, 

the Laws of Honour command. How: are 


—— „ 
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you revenged! How am I puniſhed! = 
1 loſe you! 3 Juſt God! 1 1 loſe y. dul! 


| Yet of whom can I complain but of my- 


ſelf? ——— fo dear as you were to my 
Heart, ſo preſent to my Remembrance, 
ought not your Idea to have checked me? 
But was I then myſelf? — Alas! I ſhall fee 


you no more: 1 ſhall be the Object of your 


Contempt, of your Averſion. — More un- 
happy ſtill, a thouſand Times more unhappy 


if Jam ſo, one Moment, of your Regret, of 


thoſe Tears which I have ſeen flow for an 
Ingrate, for an inhuman Wretch, forced to 
deprive himſelf for ever Ah! pity me, Ma- 
dam! Idare yet implore your Compaſſion— N 
Why can I not at leaſt confeſs to you But 
this horrible Secret is not mine only — T 


ought to-reſpet Who ?—The'Author of: 


my Miſery—Is it then poſſible I am reduced 
to wiſh to be forgot by you? Let I cannot 


forget you! I ſhall always adore you; your 


Image 
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Image will be always preſent to me. Adieu! 
Madam! Adieu! May I not live long 
enough to hear what you think of an un- 
r Man who could never have deſerved 


you = 


-IxEMaAinEtD like one inanimate: a Blow 
ſo terrible, ſo little expected, ſo little de- 
ſerved, almoſt annihilated my very Being. 
Immoveable, and without raiſing my Eyes 
from that fatal Paper, it ſeemed to me in 
finiſhing it, that ſome inviſible Hand preci- 
pitated me into an Abyſs, and deſtroyed i in 
me every Principle of Life. I remained till 
the next Morning in a Kind of Stupidity, 
which ſuſpended all the Faculties of my 
Saul. Too bleſt if that State had laſted, 


and if my Reaſon had been loſt with my 
_— 
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LAby e was — Miles off; with” 


one of her Relations: ſhe received there the 
News of the Duel and Death of my Brother. 
When ſhe returned, ſhe conſulted with her | 
Lord the Means of preparing me to bear 
this Loſs; being no Stranger to the tender 
Senſibility of my Soul. They told her the 
Way J was in; ſhe aſked if T had had Let- 


ters from London, and finding T had 


ed ſeveral, ſhe concluded I was already in- 
formed of the Fate of my Brother. ''Faint- 
ings ſucceeded each other ſo rapidly, Twas 
ſo incapable of liſtening to her, or of ſpeak- 8 
ing, that my Situation terrified her. It was 
not till the next Evening, when J was come 
a little to myſelf, that I diſcovered by the 
Conſolation ſhe endeavoured to give me, and 
by the Details into which it led her, that 
my amiable Brother was no more. T'owed 
wn Life to this Increaſe of Affliction: my 


Tears 
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Tears now opened themſelves a Paſſage; 
their Abundance brought back to me the 
cruel Power to reflect how wretched I was: 
it was with Difficulty I hid one Part of my 
Sorrows, whilſt I, gave myſelf up, without 
Conſtraint, to thoſe for which I had no Rea- 
ſon to bluſh. 


1 COULD. not. briog myſelf | to return 1 70 
n I ſtaid at Hertford, in ſpite of the 
Entreaties of Lord and Lady Oſmond, who 
loved me tenderly. I carried my Mourning 
for my Brother the ſame Lengths, I had 
done that for my Lord Cateſby : 1 would ſee 
nobody: I found no Pleaſure but in aban- 
doning myſelf to Grief: 1 ran eagerly to 
every Place where I had ſeen, where I had 
converſed with Lord OHory; my Cries, my 
Groans pointed out thoſe Places where he 
| had aſſured me of his Love, of that Love 


which no longer « exiſted: "| bathed with my 
3 


us 


VET EK MY. or 
Tears his Lettets, his Picture, a thouſand 
Trifles that he had given me. Engrofſed 
continually by his Tdea, I yet felt only the 


Pain of being ſeparated, for ever ſeparated, 


from him: I regreted, without condemning 


him: I read every Moment that fatal Letter; 


I fought in vain to comprehend what he had 


wrote, and why he ſhould abandon me: 1 
pitied him, becauſe he deſired to be pitied : 


neither believed him falſe nor perfidious; 
my Heart always defetided, always adored 
bim. I had loved him, without knowing 


whether he ſhared my Tenderneſs; and 1 


| loved him ſtill, uncertain of the Cave of his 
| Flight, without doubting the Nobleneſs of 


his Sentiments, and could not FO _ 
ſelf he had deceived me. 


1reasr Part of the Day in writing to him, 
without ever ſending what I wrote: as: 


ſoon as my Letter was finiſhed, an invinci- 


ble 
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92 LET T E R. XIV. 
ble Repugnance prevented my ſealing it: I 


read it over, I wept, I tore to Pieces what I 
had been writing : an Inſtant after, I began 
another, without being able to determine 


what Step I ſhould take. My Head fa- 
tigued by a continual Application to the 


ſame Subject, by all the dark Projects which 


Sorrow gives Birth to, loſt by Degrees the 


Faculty of fixing on other Objects. I 
thought no more of any Thing but my 
Brother and my Lord Offory. Sometimes I 


fell into a Sort of Inſenſibility; every Idea 


was then effaced from my Mind: I returned 


to myſelf, only to feel my Wretchedneſs 


with more Force. I invoked the Soul of 
my Brother; I called him to the Succour of 
his unhappy Siſter; I begged of Heaven to 


take away my Life; and I know not how 


my Reaſon preſerved itſelf in a State ſo near 
approaching to Madneſs. 


LEX. 


LETTER XIV. 33 


I 8xPECTED my Letters with Impatience: 
did not ſuppoſe I ſhould receive one from 
Lord Offory; yet, when I found none from 
| him, amongſt thoſe they brought me, I felt 
the Deſire I had to ſee them vaniſh, I ran 
over Lady O/mond's, trembling, I feared to 
find there a Name which yet I ſought for 
with Eagerneſs. Alas! it was there only 
to augment my Sorrows : I learned that he 
was dangerouſly ill: I forgot every Thing 
to think only of his preſent State, Iwrote 
to one of my Servants, who was in London, 
to inform himſelf exactly of the Courſe of 
my Lord Oſſory's Diſtemper, and to ſend me 
| every Day an Expreſs with the Account. 
His Illneſs was long, and whilſt it laſted, I 


experienced that Grief may be ſuſpended by 


the Fear of ſtill greater Affliction. But 
what a Change did his Recovery make in 
my Situation! The firſt Uſe my Lord 


Offory 


Oſſory made of his Return to Health, was to 
go to St. James's Church, where he was 
married to Miſs Fanny Montfard, None of 
his Friends were preſent at the Ceremony; 
it was celebrated without Pomp; and two 
Hours after he ſet out, with his Bride, for 
= North of . 


H ow mall I picture to you, my Lord, 
the Impreſſion this News made on me? It 


ſeemed that all I loved was a ſecond Time 
torn from me: I had preſerved, without 
perceiving it, a feeble Hope the Inſtant 
that deprived me of it, opened again all my 
| Wounds: I knew my Lord Oſſery was no 
longer mine; I repeated every Moment of 


the Day, that he never could be: but I had 


no Idea of the Pang which rent my Heart, 
when I told myſelf he was another' s. 


"His 


*. 
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His Marriage explained to me neither 


his Letter nor his Conduct: why ſhould 


Honour engage him to eſpouſe this Lady, 


whom he then knew not, or knew but 
lightly ? and how could Honour impoſe on 


him a Law for her, which was not more 


binding in regard to me ? 1 loſt myſelf in 


my Reflexions ; and whilſt I ſunk under the 
Weight of my Chagrins, whilſt a melan- 


choly Languor deſtroyed my Health, faded 
my Youth, and robbed me of Repoſe, my 


Lord Offory was content and tranquil : his 


Wiſhes were fulfilled. I painted him to my 


Imagination Iſt in the Tranſports of a ſatis- 


fied Paſſion, as a Lover who ſecludes himſelf | 


from the World, to poſſeſs, without Inter- 
ruption, the Object of his Tenderneſs : Ire- 


preſented him to myſelf in the Arms of his 
happy Bride, forgetting me in the Boſom of 


Os OR his Mind thoſe weak 


Remem- 
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96 LE EERN XIV. 
Remembrances of me, which might per- 
haps ſometimes intrude upon his Heart; but 
which a Smile from her he loved, would ef- 
face. His Taſte, his Inclination only could 
have determined him to this Union; Miſs 
Montford was of Birth, but without Fortune; 
and thoſe who had ſeen her, aſſured me ſhe 
was not handſome, I am ignorant by what 
Charm ſhe attracted him, 


"q 1 wiLL not attempt to expreſs to you the 
T orments of my Heart: to judge of the 
cruel Emotions by which I was agitated, it 
is | neceſſary to*have been in the ſame Situa- 
tion, and to have had the ſame Degree of 
Senſibility. Believe me, my Lord, thoſe 
who have never felt the Miſery of being be- 
trayed by thoſe they loved, by thoſe they 
loved with Paſſion, can have but a faint 
Idea of the Sorrows which it is poſſible to ex- 
perience in this Life. The Loſs of a ſplendid 


Fortune 


be 


int 
ex: 
did 


une 


Fortune leaves us at leaſt the Abrantige of 
ſhewing the Greatneſs of our Souls, either by 


that Moderation which enables us calmly to 


bear this Reverſe, or by that noble Firm- 


neſs which raiſes us above Fortune itſelf, 
That Exceſs of Vanity which reigns in the 
human Heart, is often a powerful Conſola- 


tion under the greateſt Misfortunes. Happy 
thoſe who can enjoy the ſecret Pleaſure of 


Self-Admiration! But what Reſource re- 
mains to her, who having fixed all her Hopes 
of Happinefs on one only Object, ſees her- 


ſelf ſuddenly deprived of that Object; and 
forced to accuſe by her Tears the very Hand 


ſhe would have choſen to wipe them off, 


had they flowed from any other Cauſe? To 


be unhappy, and to be ſo made by thoſe one 


loves, is a Species of Miſery, not to be 


comprehended, but by ſuch as | haye hal 


the ſad Experience. 


= „„ 15 
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Lob une returned from Venice at 
the End of Winter. Lady Henrietta ob- 
tained his Permiſſion to come down to Hert. 
ford; the Pleaſure of ſeeing her again, her 
Softneſs, her Friendſhip, the Confeſſion I 
made her of all my Weakneſſes gave a little 
Eaſe to my Heart, This amiable Friend 
reſtored me inſenſibly to myſelf : I till felt 

my Sorrows, but I became capable of con- 
cealing them, and of appearing once more 
in the World. Aſſured that my Lord Offory 
was no longer in London, and that he had 
no Intention of coming thither, I reſolved 
to return: 1 abandoned that Place where 
every Object that preſented itſelf to my 
Eyes, nouriſhed my Afflition, and renewed 


my Regrets. 


You ſcarce knew me again; my Condi» - 
tion moved-your tender Compaſſion. My 
Features 
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Features however, recovered their F orm, 
which they had Joſt by my extreme Lean: 


neſs: Time reſtored my Bloom, but it could 


not reſtore either my Gaiety or my Repoſe. 
I made a thouſand Efforts to forget a perfir 


dious Traitor; ſometimes I believed I loved 


no longer, but I always remembered I had 


loved. My Lord Offry yet excited violent 
Emotions in my Soul; his Diſtance ſcarce 


ſecured me againſt him: I carried an Air of 
Timidity into every Place where it was poſ- 
ſible I might meet him; every Moment I 
fancied I ſaw him, that I heard his Voice. 
My Lord Penſburſt by a ſlight Reſemblance 


of him, caufed an Emotion which you your- 
ſelf perceived. His very Name was ſuffi- 


cient to make me tremble. I combated 


the Remains of this Weakneſs; I fancied 1 


was near triumphing over it, when his Re- 


turn revived in my Heart all thoſe Senti- 
ments, which Time and his Levity ought 


1 | to 
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to have extinguiſhed. Never was Aſtoniſh- 
ment equal to mine, when I ſaw him enter 
at Lady Belbvile's, his Eyes inftantly fixed 
-— themſelves on me: I felt an Agitation which 
made me afraid to ſtay, leaſt I ſhould betray 
myſelf, Whilſt all the Company, charmed 
to ſee him, ran eagerly to embrace him, and 
mixed with their Compliments of Condo- 
lance on the Death of his Wife, a thouſand. 
Felicitations on his Return, Lady Henrietta 
had the Goodneſs to lead me out of the 
Room: we went away together. You was 
a Witneſs of my Confuſion; I in vain endea- 
voured to hide it: the ſtrange Perturbation 
of my Senſes diſcovered to you Part of my 
Secret. Lord Oſory was every Day at my 
Door; he found i it ſhut to him alone; he 
Intereſted one of m y Women, whom he knew, 
in his Favour; aud prevailed on her to beg 
for him one Moment's Converſatiom with me. 


He wrote to me, he followed me every 
where; 
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where; his Obſtinacy alarmed me; J felt 


that Lord .Offory could never be to me n 


indifferent Perſon. Aſhamed to find ſtill 


this Senſibility, I thougbt it my Puty to 


fy from the Danger of ſecing him, of liſten- 


ing to him: Do you now, my Lord, think 
you ought to accuſe me of Cruelly. of In- 
flexibility, for having refuſed to receive Lord 
Offory's Viſits, for ſending back bis Letters 
without deigning 15 open them, for net defiring 


| any Explanation with him? What Regard 
do I owe him? What Motive ſhould engage 


me to hear him? Ah! What can he have to 
ay to me,. aſter having ſo long forgot me! 


He has too well informed. me that he is able 


to live without me, to de happy without me! 


Ah! that he had been always ſo! Ves, that 
he had been always fo, but far removed from 
me! If you know where he is, if you write to 


him, beg him to renounce the Project of ap- 
peaſing me, of ſeeing me. Me, his Fn 
Ah! God! I cannot be ſo. W 0 


E. * | Nan A | 


1 I. E T TER XV. 


I an ſorry Heaven has ſnatched from 


him her whom he loved, whom he preferred 
to me: But why ſhould his Loſs be a Rea- 
ſon for reproaching me? Is it for me to 
conſole him? Adieu, my Lord! keep my 
Secret: Do Juftice to my Sentiments; and 
if you wiſh I ſhould believe the tender 
Friendſhip you profeſs for me ſincere, TW 
to me no more of Lord Q. 


LETTER xv. 


mudneſdey, WINCHESTER. 


Chamber. This light Indiſpoſition gave great 
Pleaſure to Sir Harry; he would ſtay with 
me; I knew not what to' ſay to him z 1 de- 
ſiced him to ſing; he has a clear, melodious, 
agreeable 


3 


Wa $ not able to write to you Yeſterday, 
I was fatigued, I was even ill: I kept my 


PA ma as 
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agreeable Voice. Indeed, my dear Henrietta, 
it recalled to my Memory thoſe ſoft ſeducing 
Sounds - And mult I always think of him? 


—— Won't you chide me? I abuſe your. 
- Complaiſance ; I ſay the ſame Things inceſ- 


ſantly; nothing can difpate thoſe Ideas ; 
I ſurpriſe myſelf ſometimes in a Humour 
for which I make myſelf a thouſand Re- 
proaches. 'Tis faid that Solitude inclines us 


to Miſanthropy I ſhould imagine the gr:at 
World infinitely more proper to produce that 


Effect, if the natural Indulgence of a good 
Heart did not temper the Bitterncſs of thoſe 

Reflexions which the Underſtanditg cannot 
help making. In obſerving the Inconſiſten- 
cies, the Abſurdities and Inſig nificance of o 
many Perſons amongſt whom one muſt live; 


thoſe who think themſelves exempt from 
ſuch F ollies, ought to regard themſelves i in 
the midſt of theſe Extravagants, as a healthy 


Perſon environed with Crowds of the Sick. 
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It would be unjuſt to bear them I. vil "a 


not enjoying as flouriſhing 4 State of Health 


a8 ourſelves. 


| Lasr Night every 1 5 afferabled i in my 
Apartment: they rallied my Lard Clarenden 
on a Paſſion which he has a long Time Pre- 
ſerved, though the Object of his Attach- 
ment little deſerved ſuch Conſtancy. This 
Paſſion has rendered him very unhappy du- 
ring the laſt five Years. What think you 
of this Subject of Pleaſantry? Could you 
ſuppoſe, any one would find Amuſement i in 


recalling to another's Remembrance, the 


moſt painful Moments of his Life? Ah! 
What a Manner of thinking mult they have 


who can find Pleaſure in tearing open the 
Wounds of a tender Heart! My Lord Cla- 


rendon attended with Complaiſance to this 


cruel Raillery : he ſhewed both Senſe and 


| Good- nature by the Manger in which he 


bore. 


Az 
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to weaken the Idea 1 have of Ge 


1 
„I * 


embarraſſed _Tell me, my Dear, why. we 


bluſh to have been deceived? We are then 
aſhamed to have Sincerity, and to ſuppoſe 
it in others. From whence comes it, that 

one feels humbled by being diſcovered to 


have a Credulity, of which, if one examined 
the firſt Principles, one ought rather to be 


proud? If it is by our own Sentiments we 


judge thoſe of others, Diſtruſt i is not natural 


to a virtuous Soul: Ah! Can thoſe poſtibly 


ſuſpect Deceit, who feel themſelves $ incapable 
4 Practiling it! 


121 


"if PARTOOK the Pains of this poor Noble: 
man : perhaps my Concern proceeded leſs 
from a generous Compaſſion, than from a 


lively Retroſpeſt to my own Misfortunes : * 
will not however examine too narrowly, | 


into the Cauſe. 1 hate to ſeek for Reaſons 


Es. 
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* bore it: but he caſt down his Eyes, he was 


2 4 
W 


eien dene. en 
thofe Moraliſts, who ſetting up for Seruti- 
nizers and Judges of the Soul, to vilify it, 
degrade its moſt exalted Operations, only 
furniſh me with Conviction againſt them» 
ſelves. Now we are on this Subject, 1 
thank you for the little Book you have ſent 
me. The Author writes well, but does he 
think well? I would have People impelled 
to write by a more diſintereſted Motive than 
that bf diſplaying their Wit. The Specta- 


tor ought fo be a Model for thoſe who ſtudy 


to penetrate the Secrets of the human 
Heart. Why employ thoſe Efforts to 
afflict us, which might as eaſily tender to 
us Conſolation? Would it not be better to 
elevate the Soul than to abaſe it? It is from 
Examples of Goodneſs, of Greatneſs, of 
Generoſity, that Men aſpire to be good, 
great, generous. Thoſe who would render 
their Knowledge uſeful, ought to aſſiſt us 


to profit of thoſe Sceds of Rectitude which 
Nature 
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Nature has ſown in our Hearts. To rob 


us of the Merit of owing to our Efforts 
| Part of our good Qualities, to attribute 
every laudable Action to Vanity or Self- 
| love, is to diſcourage us in the Race of 
| Virtue. To talk to us only of our Weak- 
x = neſſes, is like reminding an unhappy Perſon, 
| every Moment, how much he is to be 
; pitied: if we are unable to conſole him, ahi 
why thus inform him that he is miſerable ? 


To an Evil which is incurable, Lenitives 
alone — Bur, good God! Is it for me to · 
reaſon, to criticiſe the polite Sir James Wil. 
liums? See the Danger of Reading; I have 
almoſt wrote a Book too. Adieu! I love 
you with all my Heart. „„ 


M 


LETTER XVL 
Thurſday, Wrnonneren.: 


Xxs AT a ridiculous, what an im- 
pertinent, what a vexatious Adven- 
ture have I met with! Happily diſengaged 
from Sir Harry, who is twelve Miles from 
hence, I intended to take Advantage of his 
Abſence, to enjoy the Pleafure of walking 
alone. As I croſſed the Walk I was in, to 

gain the Park, I ſaw Sir James: he had fol- 
lowed me without letting me perceive it: 
This Meeting extremely diſpleaſed me; 1 
-knew it was then impoſſible to avoid hearing 
him: determined to liſten to him J had al- 
ready meditated on my Reply — But, my 
dear Henrietta could you believe it? Could 

5 vou 


wmiſes, thoſe Vows ſo cruelly betrayed: my 


LETTER XVI. 109 


you imagine the Effect his Diſcourſe has Wal 
produced i in my Heart, my weak unguarded (WW 


Heart? Sir James began,” by telling me, 


_ that the only Motive of his Journey to Win- 


cheſter, was. — he. heſitated. 20 find — to 
ſeize the Opportunity + — which Chance had 


now given him — in ſhort — to render me a 


Homage — he again heſitated ; but embol- 
dened by my profound Silence, he drew the 
molt lively, the moſt animated picture of his 


Ardour, of his Sufferings, of his Reſpect, of 
his Paſſion — My ( God, of whatever be 
ple aſed, my Dear, 18 gave him no To terruption 
— Alas! I was too diſlant frem him — His 
Conſuſion, his Embarraſment, his Expreſ- 


ſions almoſt the ſame, the Place, the Hour, 
the Seaſon, the very Day, ſo preſent to my 


Memory; all recalled the Idea of Lord 


Ofſery. I ſeemed again to hear that Voice 
ſo ſweet, ſo adored, thoſe flattering Pro- 


Head : 
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Head ſunk on my Boſom, forgetting Sir 
James, his Confeſſion, his Love; forgetting 
Prudence and myſelf. I gave a Looſe to my 
Tears; I abandoned myſclf to a Sorrow the 
Marks of which I was unable either to reſtrain 


or to conceal, I know not what Sir James 


ſaid, I know not what he thought of an E- 
motion ſo extraordinary : I am ignorant how 
long this ſingular Scene laſted, We heard 
my Lady Sunderland, ſhe came towards us : 


Sir James ſtruck into the Wood, and your 


fooliſh Friend croſſed into a cloſe Walk, that 
ſhe might not be ſeen, and haſtened to write 


to you, — Surely, I have loſt my Reaſon 
What can Sir James think? I muſt fee him 
again in an Inſtant that Thought 1s inen 
portable. | 
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LETTER XVII. 
T burſday, Midnight, 


IR James did not appear at Dinner: 

he complained of the Head-ach, and 
came down very late, He ſce med melan⸗ 
choly, and I was embarraſſed, I cannot ex- 
preſs to you how much J fear an Explana- 
tion. I will avoid it, if I can. Muſt my 
Lord Offory then be always preſent to me? 
Can nothing efface the Remembrance of 
that Ingrate? Muſt he afflict me without 
cealing! — What an Idea muſt Sir 
James entertain of a Woman, who weeps 


— amiable Man loves her tenderly ! 
1 Man ö 
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A Man whoſe Birth is equal to hers, whoſe 
Fortune is very conſiderable —— Oh, my 
| dear Henrietta, I have a Heart incompre- 
henſible, feeble, and I think, contemptible. 
Thoſe Qualities, thoſe Virtues, which were 
the Baſis of our Friendſhip,” you alone pol- 
ſeſs; for me, I have no more than the Ap- 
pearance of them. A cruel Paſſien, a 
Conſtancy ill placed, have deſtroyed my 
natural Diſpoſition, and changed my Cha- 
racter. I till retain the ſame Prineiples, 
but 1 ſwerve from them: I act contrary to 
the cleareſt Lights. I cannot riſe above this 
vile half of myſelf, this feeble Machine, to 
which the leaſt Impulſe brings back the Im- 
preſſion of its firſt tender Emotions. Chide 
me harſhly, I entreat you: 1 Rand 1 in need 
of your utmoſt W ee | 


Bur by what ill Fate muſt Sir James 
and Sir Harry perſecute me? I can love 
| : | nothing, 
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nothing; I would not be beloved. The 


| one is filent, purſues. me every. where, and 
is angry: the other ſpeaks in a Tone of 
Voice, and with Expreſſions. that — Have 
# Men but one Language ? — Why has his 
5 made me call to Remembrance? Am I 
b ſo much to blame, my Dear? Tell me 3 
\ Lou are ſo kind to my Faults, that my 
; KU Friendlhip for you forces me to reproach 
: WM them doubly. If you find me ridiew 
F yet do not love me leſs. - BY 
0 | - 
0 
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ya Friday, Wixenzarar; | 


O are afraid your Letters are long, 
that they tire me: You, my dear 
Henrietta, to think you can, tire me? Be 
affured, that, abſent: from you, my only 
Amuſement is to read thoſe amiable Let» 
ters. The Sentiment which makes them dear 
to me, will never produce Sorrow in my 
Soul; my Tears will never efface thoſe be- 
loved Characters: I ſhall never remember 
with Shame the Pleaſure I feel in reading 
them — Alas! who could have foretold 
me that thoſe, from whence I once received 


ſo pure a Joy, I ſhould now not dare 


When I received them, I was happy, ſo 


happy, that all thoſe Bleſſings, which others 
eſteem 
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eſteem, ſeemed to me nothing, to thoſe I 1 
hoped to poſſeſs — What a Change did a 
Day, an Hour, a Moment, make in my 
Fate! — That Letter, that fatal inexplica- 
ble Letter — The Perfidious, to ſwear to 
me that he adored me, to exploze my 
Pity! — Ah! my Dear, I cannot forget 
him— No, Icannot! What I have wrote to 

my Lord Caſtle-Cary has given new Life to 
that ſincere, that ardent Tenderneſs, which 
nothing can ever deſtroy, I have ſtruge 
gled againſt the Shame of yielding to the 
extreme Weakneſs of my Heart. My Pride 
has ſupported me in this painful Effort. 1 
believed I might depend on my Reaſon 1 
flattered myſelf — Vain Hope! I can never 
ceaſe to think of Lord Offory. His Ab- 
ſence makes me wretched :| from whence 
comes this? Do ] then think he ought to 
be ſenfible of mine? Can I ſuppoſe my 
Diſdain has not diſengaged him? Was it 

| to 
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to be followed that 1 fled? Have 1 the 
Mezanncts to deſire it? Alas! I know 
not; but I did imagine he would have ſeen 
Lord Caſtle-Cary, that he would have en. 
dieavoured to ſee you — I am become fan- 
| taftical, unjuſt: when he is mentioned to 
| me, Iam angry; when he is not, Iam af- 
flicted. In deſiring to ſee me, he irritates 
me: He deſiſts; his Neglect diſpleaſes, it 
offends me. My God] is this your Friend, 
is this a Woman ef Senſe, who is ſo incon- 
liſtent with herſelf? My good, my tender 
Friend, love me for us both, for I a 


hate ea 
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LET: 
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| Saturday, WixcnisTER; ; 


IR James has. wrote to me. 1 Ler- 
ter is tender; be loves me, be will not 
tell me ſo. He does mot dare to aſt the Sub- 


jeff of my Tears; be ſhall neuer forget that 


Moment. He fees that my. Heart is pierced 


with a Grief which he reſpelss. He con- 
cludes with aſſuring me of his eternal Love. 


'— Eternal, my Dear, they all promiſe an 


eternal Love. The firſt Proof Sir James 
will give me of this eternal Love, and of 
his Submiſſion, is, to hide thoſe Sentiments, 


which he is ſure of preſerving for ever. I 


have anſwered him politely, and accepted 
kis Silence only. I am ſorry to have inſpir- 


* 
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ed him with Tenderneſs. If I cannot make 


3 8 - 


him happy, I wiſh, at leaſt, not to have 


made him miſerable. He is amiable; he 
would have been agreeable to me, if any one 
could be ſo. J 


- + You are ſure my Lord Ofory is not at 


Bath. They have not ſcen him at Herts 


ford. Lady Oſmond does not name him 


amongſt thoſe who are with her, She 
preſſes me to return to Hertford! to ſee 


again thoſe Scenes! Ah! Twill not go to 
* 85 


Err! is Sir Harry daten, nd 


returned the very ſame as when he left us. 


I received him very well; not well enough 
however, for he has a very diſcontented 
Air Tour Lachſbip is writing—a profound 
Sigh, and the tireſome Creature walks off 


Ah no, he comes back, loaded with a Baſ- 
| 2 | ket 


nr 


at 


8 & DT 
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ketof Hyacinths and Nareiſſuſſes, with which 


he is going to ornament my Cloſet. Whilſt 
he is buſy arranging them — My Ladyſbip is 
writing — to the great Regret of Sir Harry. 
I feel that nothing can be more impolitez 


but if I was to ſhew the leaſt Gratitude for 


his little Civilities, he would overwhelm me 
with them. Tis quite enough to bear all 
his ill Humours in Silence: he has fo many. 
with me, chat I often examine myſelf to find 
if T have not done him ſome Injury, That 
which makes his Preſence tedious, and his 
Tenderneſs painful to me, is my thinking 
chat in his Heart he calls me ungrateful. In 
Effect, why treat him ill? What have to 
reproach him with? An Embarraſſment? 
A Defire to be with me, which leads him to 
follow my Steps, perhaps in Spite of himſelf? 
An extreme Submiſſion! A Paſſion to pleaſe * 
me, which he ſcarce dares to let me ſee If 


ou ſaw with what APPS he is em- 
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ployed in his Work - poor Sir Harm they 
ſay one is unjuſt when one loves: one is 
much more ſo when one does not. What 


Right have I to be impolite to Sir Harry? 
Becauſe he weaties me, muſt I afflict him? 


Ought I to abuſe the Power which his Weak- 


neſs gives me over him? Do we owe nothing 


to thoſe we make ſuffer? I will go talk to 
him But what ſhall I ay? -I will aſk him 


for Snuff, what o' Clock it is, what Kind of 
Weather ; let fall my Handkerchief to give 
him the Pleaſure of taking it * One muſt 
be obliging. 


Thing Caſtie- bn begs my Pardon: he 
finds I was in the right: but he cannot con- 


ceive what can have made ſuch a Change in 


my Lord Offory's Character: he ſhould not 
have known him again by his ſtrange Con- 
duct in regard to me. Adieu my dear and 


tender Friend. 


"© E 1 
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7 is | Sandey, Wmcuzran. —_ 
to H! Great t God! What Emotion !. if! 
m What Surpriſe! Under a Cover 
of in an unknown Hand, a Letter from my 
ve Lord O ory — Yes, from him — It is his 
Hand — My God! It is from him! — 
From whence comes it? — Who brought 

it? How! — Wherefore ! — He write to 

me again! — To me? — What would he 165 
with me? My Hand trembles My Pen 1 ja 
drops from my Fingers — I müßt ale 
breath. 1 80 lt nos lA oi 


on- 


not 
on- e OT #91: 4 KY 
1 BY Try cannot tell me from whence this 
I I; comes. A Man on Hotieback gave i 
E T- >. — M 1 


om LETTER XX. 
it to one of my Servants, whom he en- 
- quired for ----- Can Lord Offory be in this 
Country ?—Behold me like a Fool; like one 
diſtrafted---- Like---- But to what can I be 
compared but to myſelf—. I cannot write --- 
My Head is diſordered — O, my Dear, if b 
you could ſee me---- That Lettar— It di- 
tracts me. 1 
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Aras! What is become of thi hegyy 
Ti ime, when the Sight of that Writing 
would have melted my Heart with Soft- 
neis? At preſent, it terrifies me. It gives 
me Diſorder inexpreſſibſe = O, my Dear 
Henrietta! Why am T not with you! Wh 
cannot I repoſe in your Boſom the Pangs [ 
feel! They are fo exquiſite, they are of 
ſuch a Kind — I cannot deſcribe them; but 
1 fink under them. . 


War 


0 
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* 


WAT Pons has this — 4 over n mes 1 


F believed he had that of making. me 
happy: he has loſt chat, be has loſt it vo- 


luntarily— M uſt he then Rill retain the cruel 


Power of afflicting me? —I wiſh to hide my- 
ſelf, to forget myſelf, co Joſe my very Being 


— This Letter ---- I know not what to do. 


How unhappy am I! When Time ſeemed 


to have weakened my tender Sentiments, 


and diminiſhed my Chagrin, this Ingrate re- 


turns to Town, his Caprice excites him to 


ſee me; and when, to avoid him, I. leave all 
who are moſt dear to me, he torments me 
even here; he writes to me: he has the Foe: 
ty to write to me. 


n 4 Fart) #7 Mo 


Tunis Gy This Artikes — Whih I | 


fend back the Letter to London, how ſhall 


I convince him I have not read it?--- He 13 


not c himſelf ſincere enough to believe me on 


F 2 my 


124 LETTER XX. 
my Word --- So artful --- But what can he 
write to me? ---- Dare he attempt to juſtify 
himfelf? How can he? - Ah! It is nei- 
ther Love nor Friendſhip which prompts 
him to importune me; it is Vanity. He 
cannot bear to ſee himſelf ſcorned: he writes 
to triumph over my Reſolutions; to prevail 
over my Pride, over my Reſentment Af- 
ter two Years of Forgetfulneſs, dare he flat- 
ter himſelf, that yet think of him? -Is this 
Weakneſs or Curioſity ! 5 - Whence comes 
this Deſire of ſeeing me pl Yet what have 
I to fear? ----- Has he any Reproaches to 
make me -I will read his Letter; I will 
anſwer it --- But fee --- Lady Southampton! 
Alas! Why have not I a Soul like hers! 
Adieu! 
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LETTER XXI. 


a rietta! He 
complain, to teach me Leſſons of Gene- 


rofity ? The Huſband of - Fanny Mont 
ford is aſtoniſhed at my Inconſtaney! He 
expected from me other Sentiments --- And 
all this with a Haughtineſs Read, read, 
] entreat you, the Copy of his inſolent 


Letter - This unfaithful Man has not the 
leaſt Idea of the Sorrows he has inflicted 


on me ---- But is it poſſible for a Man to 


comprehend the Miſeries which he may 
cauſe ? | 


2 To 


* 


baude W 15 1 
E wept of me, my Dear Hen; 
as the Preſumption to 


486 


ws LETTER XXL. 


To Lay CATESBY. 


To fly an unhappy Man, to reject his 
Submiſſions, to abandon him to his Re- 
morſe, to deſpiſe his Repentance, to reflect 
without Pity on what he deſerves to ſuffer; 
is the Behaviour of a Woman devoid of all 
Sentiment, who, thinking herſelf injured, 
gives herſelf up to all the Fury of Reſent- 
ment, and from whom indeed, one has no 
Right to . more Solftneſt or Come 
88 | 


Bur to open her Heart to the generous Þþ 
Emotions of Pity, to compaſſionate the 
Fate of him, who is the more to be la- 
mented, becauſe he has merited thoſe Mi- 
ſeries under which he groans; to forget, to 
pardon, to remit to him as a Friend, Part 


of his Offences as a Lover; to grant ſome 
| Indul- 


the noble, the EY Soul of Lady 


whoſe Love vothing could weaken, Her 
Letiers, the only Cootlation of my Exile, 
my Lips, ſo oſten bathed with my 3 eais, 
mains of my paſt Happineſs, they il! tell 


have contradicted their pleaſiug Aſſurances, 


LETTER XXI. 127 
Indulgence to the Penitence of a Criminal; 
to hear him, atleaſt, is what I expected from 


. 

Bur ſhe is changed; ſhe is no > Wer 
that faithtul Friend, that tender Miſtreſs, 
the only Balm ef my afflicted Soul; thoſe 
Letters, ſo dear, ſo o'ten pieſſed ſondly to 
thoſe charming Letters; all that now re- 
me you have loved me; but your Eyes 
and your Departure has too well confirmed 


my Misfortune, and convinced me of your 
Hatred, 


223 LETTER XX. 


An! Lady Cateſty! Lady Catefty! 
it then you, who treat me with this inhu- 
man Cruelty? You, who have a thouſand 
Times promiſed me your eternal Eſteem ? 
How are you certain you are not unjuſt? 
You have received Wrongs, I confeſs; 
bur you are ſtill ignorant of which Kind 
they are: Till now, I have not been at 
Liberty to explain my Conduct: Conde: 
ſcend only to hear me, Madam: in the 
Name of all that is dear to you, do not 
refuſe this - Conceſſion to a Man who 
adores you, who has never ceaſed to love, 

to admire, to regret you, In ſpite of the 
ſtrongeſt Appearances, believe me, he is 
not unworthy the Favour he now preſumes 
io aſk, 


PAR DON 
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PaRDO the Manner I have taken to en- 
gage you to read my Letter. One of my 
Servants waits your Reply at the Farm. 


That inhuman Cruelty ! How do you know 
you are not unjuſt ? Could you have 
imagined he would have dared to doubt, 
whether I have acted juſtly in regard to 
him? Thoſe Letters bathed with bis Tears 
From whence are thoſe Tears? F rom what 
Cauſe ---- Ah! Let them ſtill flow! Let 
him weep! He has betrayed that tender 
Miſtreſs, who, preferred him to all Many 
kind; who lived for no other Purpoſe than 

to love him; whoſe ardent Vows to Liege 
ven had only for their Object the Happi- 
neſs of this cruel --- Ah! Let him weep ---- 
How ought he to reproach himſelf?--- That 
feitbful Friend may abandon him without 
being inhuman or unjuſt ---- Inſolent Suppli- 
cator | He does not believe himſelf unworthy 

| Tz the 
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the Favour he aſts--- Examine well the Style 
of bis Letter Stall I repty to 1 1 
know not- What can I ſay to him ? ---But 
I feel myſelf diſordered---l cannot go ON+=» 


My Dear, my amiable Friend, why did! 
leave you, and at a Time when [I had ſuch 


need of your Counſels? My Lord 22 
was the Cauſe Alas! Have I ever 


known an Aftiction of which he was not the 
Source? 


LETTER XXII. 


Monday, WIxcRHEs TAR. 


[ Am yet in Suſpence what I ought to dos 
the oftener I read Lord Offory's Letter, 
the more am I enraged againſt him. Be- 
cauſe I am capable of a juſt Reſentment, 
my Soul is no longer he ſame, he once knew 
it: a mean Condefcenſion would, in his 
Opinion, become me better than what he is 
pleated to call, an inhuman Cruelty. 


O, my Dear Henrietta, theſe: Men re- 
gard us merely as Beings placed in the Uni- 
verſe for their Amuſement; to trifle with, 

F 6 in 


132 LETTER; XXII. 
in that Species of Infancy, to which they 


are reduced by thoſe impetuous Paſſions, 


which they reſerve to themſelves the infa · 
mous Liberty of avowing with Confidence, 


and ſubmitting to without Shame. They 


have leſt to that Sex they preſume to de- 
ſpiſe as weak and irreſolute, the difficult 


Taſk of reſiſting the ſofter Impulſes of the 
Heart, of conquering Nature herſelf. Slaves 


to their Senſes alone, when they appear to 


be ſo to our Charms; it is for them ſelves 


they purſue, for themſelves they a ddreſs 


us: they conſider only the Pleaſures we are 


capable of beſtowing: they withold their 
Eſteem from the Object of their pretended 
Adorations; and if they find in us Strength 
of Mind, and Dignity of Sentiments, we are 
inbuman Creatures: we paſs the Limits their 
Tyranny has preſcribed to us, and deni 
unjuſt without knowing it it. >, 


1 


0 
1 
\ 
y 


will wait however till the Bitterneſs which 


had I not Reſolution to tear his Letter the 


L E'T T E R XXII. | 33 


* * 


32 


2 AM DR — 1 will * bim — 1 


T1 cannot hide, is a little moderated ----- 1 
will not ſee him — I will never ſee him 1 
will endeavour not to write with Severity, 
that I may remit to Lord Offory, who ought 
to be indifferent to me, Part of the Offences 
of a Lover, whom it is my Duty to hate. 
[No, there is not an Expreſſion in 
1 Letter WINS: does not wound my . 
thoſe Wrangs —— How can he ſay this? 
Has he not bes me, quitted, aban- 
doned me? Has he not deſtroyed my dear- 
eſt Hopes? Has he not deprived me 
—Alas! of himſelf, of the only Object of 
my tender Attachment Has he not done 
me all the Injury that was in his Power? 
And is it poſſible I can pardon him? Why 


1 — — . ——ä— 2 


Moment 
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Moment I ſaw the Hand? Why, muſt he 
This ungrateful Man has made it his whole 
Happineſs to trouble, to deſtroy mine. 


. E. T' TY YH XXIII. 
Monday, 2 Midnight, 


Wo. D you believe it, my Dear 
Henrietta, I cannot write to Lord 
Ofſery. 1 have twenty Times begun a very 
ſhort Letter, without being able to finiſh 
it. Every thing which I would wiſh not 
to ſay, offers itſelf readily to my Mind; 
Reproaches flow ſpontaneouſly from my 
Pen: I ſtudy to ſeem indifferent, and my 
Senſibility breaks out in ſpite of me: no 
, either of Coldneſs or Mode- 
ration 


ration, pleaſes me: My. Hae carried 


away by a rapid Emotion, pants to ex- 
pain itlelf without ww. rh 1 We wait 
a ales . 5 b 4 


T wo hel. . 


ISAALII never be able to write this An- 


| firer : : I write, I eraſe: After all, why do 
| [| torment myſelf ? Ts it neceſſary I ſhould 


write to him? Perhaps it is, for he may 


interpret my Silence a Conſent to fee him 
Elf he ſhould come hithet — So near as 


he may be- He h. s no Eſtate in this 


Country ---- Is it Chance, or the Deſire to 


find me which brings him? Do not, my 
Dear, ridicule ny Anxiety; do not ſay, I 


oe bim Alas! how 's it poſſible I can 


ſtill love him? It is not Love which thus 


takes up all my Thoughts It is--- I know 
not what it is; but I am moſt unhappy. 


* — U— 
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finding Reſt, Pity your tendereſt Friend, 
pity her, without examining too deeply into 


agreed in pronouncing it Cruelty, to re- 


may to us appear light and trifling: It 
is not the Species of Suffering, but the 

Senſibility of the Sufferer, which ought to 
| excite. our Pity: Alas! I am then very 
worthy of yours. 


= 


J am retiring to Bed; but without Hope of 


the Cauſe of her Sorrows: We have often 


fuſe Compaſſion to thoſe Miſeries, which 


es 6 DET» 


LET TER XXIV. 


"2 ww" WINCHESTER. 


[ ENCLOSE A ce of my Anſwer. I ne- 
ver knew before theDifficulty of writing, 
when one wiſhes to uſe a Language foreign 
to the Heart: it is an oppreſſive Burden,” 
from which I am at laſt relieved. Could 
you believe, that, during the Hour which 
has paſt ſince my Letter was diſpatched, I 
have twenty times wiſhed it were poſſible to 
recall it? I am afraid that it is too diſoblig- 
ing --- That it may afflict him. I have read 
his again with Attention : It appears to me 
in a new Light: Thoſe very Expreſſions 
that excited my Anger, now move my ten- 

dereſt 


+o®9 


233 LETTER XXIV. 
dereſt Compaſſion: How affecting is that 


Paſſage where he ſpeaks of my Letters! He 


preſſed them to his Lips, they were bis only 


Conſolation ---- But what were then his Sor. | 


rows? His Exile! ---- If he had loved 
me Ah! how could he have wedded an- 
other, if his Heart ---- I can comprehend 
nothing --- He ſays he is unhappy--- I would 


not think he is indeed ſo---- Alas if he had 


ſuffered as I have done ---- had taſted that 
bitter Cup, had felt ſuch unutterable An- 


guiſh! ---- how ſhould I pity him! How 


eaſily would my Pride yield to the Sweetneſs 


of conſoling him, of reſtoring Joy to his 
Soul! My Tears begin to flow 3 they will 


not be reſtrained, I cannot ſupport the Idea 


of his Grief, of thoſe never-ceaſing Sorrows 
of which he ſpeaks. Though Reflexion 
ought to convince me they have never in 
Reality exiſted, they preſent themſelves 
every Moment to my Imagination; and 


though | 


min 


LETTER Xx. 129. 
though Reaſon rejects the pleaſing Deluſion, 
my Heart too 99 55 188 7 it amn 


To Lind OSSORY. 


I nerTHrR expelia your Complaints, 


my Lord, nor the Requeſt which accom- 


panies them: The Time in which an Ex- 
planation of your Conduct was intereſting 

to me, has long been paſt: If it ſometimes 
finds a Place in my Thoughts, it is like the 
Remembrance of a painful Dream, which 
the Morning diſſipates, and of which one 
only retains a melancholy and confuſed: Idea. 
It is of little Conſetjuence to me to know 
the Motives which engaged: you to reſtore 


me to Reaſon and myſelf; it is ſufficient 


for me that you did ſo. I do not think T 


| depart at all from my Character, in refuſing 
to ſee you, in refuſing it in the moſt deter- 
mined Manner, I can never regard you as 


a Friend, 
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rain of his I 


a Right to reproach me? Why ſhould ! 


1 know enough to make me perfectly care. 
leſs as to thoſe Particulars, I may yet be ig 
norant of: I expect from the Complaiſance 


Letters, the Style of which recals to you 


4 LETTER XXIV. 
4 Friend, to whom I am obliged to remit 
ſuch Offences as are neither pardonable i In 


> vs... 


could abandon me ſo long to the uncertain 
Conjectures of my own tortured Mind, to 
the Suſpicions which I could not but enter- 

Penderneſs, and his Probity, to to 
be aſtoniſhed at my Indifference? Has he 


ſeek to know the Circumſtances of my 
Wrongs, when I cannot doubt of the, Fats? 


I have forced myſelf to ſhow in writing to 
you, a Favour which I have a Right to dee | 
mand, Give me back, my Lord, thoſe 


Memory, thoſe Sentiments which 1 bluſh 
ever to have felt, and do not complain of a. 
Heart 


L E T T '® R XXIV. 141 
IR Heart which has bern.obleenought N we 
5 complain of yours. YES. ee BY 
ho W 
| Don'r you find, my Dear Henrietta, a 
Species of Falſhood i in this Manner of writ- 
ing? It is indeed, what 1 ought to think, 
butit.is not what d dethink. That haugh-. 
ty Indifference is not in my Heart ; Jam 
ſorry J have ſent this Letter Why ſhould - 
diſſemble? Would ir not have been bete 
ter to have ſpoke ſincerely, to have confeſſed 
the real Situation of my Soul in regard to 
bim? To have ſaid, 7 perhaps love you fill, 
but Ino longer eeem you: T renounce v; 
5 Conſtancy of my Sentiments'i is no Proof that. 
| { believe you worthy of my Attachment : it is. 
in my natural Charafer ; the indelible Fra- 
tures of which have engraven on my Soul 4 
Weakneſs, which once was dear to me, and of . 
which J. fill love the Remembrance: II does 
wt depend on Jou, but on the lively Impreſſions | 
which 


ng LETTER XXIV. 
which ny Heart has received. Like one who 
Bebolds his own Image with Complacency, and 
takes Delight in contemplating.tbe Object, with. 
coul thinking of the Glaſs which preſents it to 
View, ſo 1 pleaſe myſelf with recalling the Idea 
of my Love, "without thinking with the leaf 
Degree f Pleaſure if my mort Lover. 


TnISs had been more noble, more open 
and generous, I wiſh I had done it. I hate 
Diſſimulation, I hate even the Appearance 
of it. But the Letter is gone--- I have long 
loſt the Habit of being pleaſed with my- 

ſelf; Regret ſeems attached to every Step 1 
take, Of all thoſe good Qualities, I once 
fancied myſelf Miſtreſs of, there only re- 
mains the Knowledge of my Faults : and of 
all thoſe Bleſſings I once promiſed myſelf 
your Friendſhip is the only true and rea] one 
I poſſeſs, Th, AO 

YT LE 3 


LETTER XXV. 


«a 


Wedneſday, WINCHESTER, 


95 ERTAINLY, my Dear, my Head is a 
little diſordered. I am unquiet, agi- 


tated : I count the Hours, the Moments 3 
Time ſeems to me uncommonly long. 1 
expect, without knowing what I expect. 3 


The leaſt Noiſe ſets me a trembling; if 


my Door opens, my Heart beats. Every 


Time my Servants paſs in or out of my 


Apartment, I look at them with Eyes 


which ſeem to require ſomething of them: 


I hear a tedious Repetition of, Mhat would 
my Lady bave . Ah! Good God! Your 


Lady 
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Lady knows not what ſhe would have 


LETTER Xxv. 


Can you divine, my deareſt Henrietta, the 
Cauſe of all this Emotion? O how low, 
how mean, how ſhameful is it! - It is the 


' Expectation of an Anſwer — No, I cannot 


ſuffer myſelf to betray ſuch Weakneſs, 


I w1sn to leave this Place, to fly from 
ſo dangerous a Neighbourhood : yet if my 
Lord Oſory is. determined to ſee me, to 
ſpeak to me, where can I be ſecure againſt 


this obſtinate Reſolution? He will find 


a Way to ſatisfy it; he may obtain from 
Chance, perhaps from my Weakneſs, the 
Converſation he ſo preſſingly demands: Are 
Men ever weary of any Purſuit in which 
their Caprice engages them? They are ne- 


ver humbled by our Repulſes ; this is one of 
the Advantages they reſerve to themſelves. 


Has a Woman the Misfortune to love, to 
love too tenderly? Does ſhe grow _—_ 
55 
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of her Lover? What Reproaches, what 


Perſecutions is ſhe not obliged to ſuffer ?: 
She may baniſh him; but he returns, he 


ſeeks her every where, he purſues her; he 


complains, threatens, beſeeches, ſighs, aban- 
dons himſelf to his Paſſion ; being heard, 
is a Conſolation he will not refuſe himfſelf. 
He is very little anxious, whether this Con: 
duct gives Uneaſineſs or Diſguſt : his Soul 
is not delicate enough to be wounded by the 


Idea of becoming importunate. Attentive 
to himſelf only, nothing can make him re- 
nounce a Good of which he flatters himſelf 
wich the Poſſeſſion and often, by the Force 
of Obſtinacy, he obtains, if not the Heart, 


| at leaſt the Perſon, the ſtrongeſt Object of 
his Attachment. He, when he finds his 
Chain heavy, breaks it, and abandons us 


without Pity: he ſees not our Tears, he hears 


not our Complaints. Our native Scqpneſs, 


a decent Pride, force us to hide our Sorrows. 
G —Ah! 


* 246 I. E TFT. ER XXV. 
— Ah! how is it poſſible we can be fo weak 
to give up our Hearts! Love is to us the 
Source of ſo much Wretchedneſs — A Re- 
flexion ſtrikes me, my Dear; it is that I muſt 
certainly weary you: I tell you my Thoughts 
as they riſe, and Heaven knows they contain 
nothing amuſing— O, how diſpleaſed am! 
with myſelf, how little pleaſed with others! 

- There is Sir Harry, who has the Vapours, 
and ſwoons away like a Woman, He was 
with me this Morning ; his Vertigos ſeized 
him ; 1 knew not what to do to bring him to 
himſelf. I could find nothing but a Bottle 
of perfumed Water; I threw it all on his 
Face: his Siſter cried out, I ſhould poiſon 
him — I hope he will come here no more; 
at leaſt, that he will find ſome other Place to 


flint in. Adieu 5 0 bis 
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. FoTnING yet from my Lord Ofoy: 
5 Not anſwer me! It becomes bim 
45 well to behave with Haughtineſs— He is 
0 diſpleaſed, perhaps —— Was my Letter fo 
2 cruel ? _The vain Creature cannot ſupport 
le the Style of Indifference from a Woman 

18 who once expreſſed ſuch Tenderneſs for 

n him; that of Hatred would have offended 
e; ham leſs — Ah! if I was to write to him at 
to preſent — But no > more, let us not n of 

him, | 
＋. I nave {md two Letters from my 


Lord Caftte Cary; be complains of you. 
G 2 I will 
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I will tell him, he is in the wrong; but 


to you, I mult ſay, he has Reaſon for his 
Complaints. You laugh at his Icalouſy: 
You are to blame: If you had ever felt it's 
Horrors, you would not allow yourſelf to 
imbitter his Torments by theſe Pleaſantries. 


With a tender and generous Nature, is it 


poſſible you can ridicule an involuntary E- 
motion, W which affects the Soul with ſuch ex- 
quiſi ite Sorrow? It is a Folly, you ſay, and 
an E xtravagance: It may be ſo, but it is a 
Folly which wounds one to Deſperation. It 
is in the Anguiſh of a Man who adores her, 
that Lady Henrietta finds Amuſement : He 


ought to be ſure of your 7. enderneſs, to know 


you, to believe you. Does Love then liſten 
to Reaſon ? By reflecting on my own Sen- 
timents, 1 have, perhaps, acquired ſome 
little Knowledge of the human Heart. She, 


my Dear, who can laugh at the Inquietude, 


at t the Sorrow of a Man who is attached to 
her, 


L. ET TEN A] .]; - map 
her, either no longer loves him, or deceiv- 
ed herſelf when ſhe imagined ſhe ever loved 


him, | | 1 


Tu E Anguiſh of a Lover cannot be in- 
different to a Miſtreſs, who returns his Paſ- 
ſion; ſhe is afflicted, becauſe he is ſad; ſhe 
weeps, becauſe his Tears flow: She ſeeks 
to calm, to diſſipate, the Chagrins which 
ſhe partakes — Ah! how can one give thoſe 
Pains, and render them yet more bitter by 
Railleries, by a Gaicty, that — Fie, Hen- 
rieta! Fie! You have retarded my Lord 
Caſtle-Cary's Happineſs : Soſten at leaſt this 
tedious Time of ExpeCtation, by a Com- 
plaiſance which you owe to. the Sincerity 
and Warmth of his Afiection. I love him; 
you know it : and your Faults may fall a 
little upon me. He writes me Letters of 
four Pages, all filled with your Cruelties: 

| 63 you 
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I will tell him, he is in the wrong; but 


to you, I muſt ſay, he has Reaſon for his 
Complaints. You laugh at his Jcalouſy: 
You are to blame: If you had ever felt it's 
Horrors, you would not allow yourſelf to 
imbitter his Torments by theſe Pleaſantries. 
With a tender and generous Nature, is it 
poſſible you can ridicule an involuntaty E- 
motion, which affects the Soul with ſuch ex- 
quiſic ite Sorrow It is a Folly, you ſay, and 


an E xtravagance: It may be ſo, but it is a 
Folly which wounds one to Deſperation. It 


is in the Anguiſh of a Man who adores her, 
that Lady Henrietta finds Amuſement : He 


_ ought to be ſure of your Tenderneſs, to know | 
you, to believe you. Does Love then liſten 
to Reaſon? By reflecting on my own Sen- 

timents, J have, perhaps, acquired ſome ; 


little Knowledge of the human Heart. She, 
my Dear, who can laugh at the Inquietude, 


at the Sorrow of a Man who is attached to 
#40 . 


L. ET THEN XIV.! mo 
her, either no longer loves him, or deceiv- 


* herſelf when ſhe imagined ſhe ever loved | : 


him, 


i 


* * + i * 
| p44 


Tux Anguiſh of a Lover cannot be in- 
different to a Miſtreſs, who returns his Paſ- 


ſion; the is afflicted, becauſe he is ſad; ſhe 
weeps, becauſe his Tears flow: She ſeeks 


to calm, to diſſipate, the Chagrins which 
ſhe partakes —Ah! how can one give thoſe 


Pains, and render them yet more bitter by 


Raillcries, by a Gaicty,- that — Fie, Hen- 


rietta! Fie! You have retarded my Lord 


Caſtle-Cary's Happineſs : Soſten at leaſt this 
tedious Time of Expectation, by a Com- 
plaiſance which you owe to the Sincerity 


and Warmth of his Afiection. I love him; 
you know it: and your Faults may fall a 


little upon me. He writes me Letters of 


four Pages, all filled with your Cruelties: 


G's: you 
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you are angry with him, and he is wretch= 
ed. Pardon him for your Friend's ſake. He 
does not wiſh to hide you from the World, 
he deſires to have you admired : Appear, 
ſhow yourſelf, go every where, he conſents 
to it: Be lovely in the Eyes of all Mankind; 
but do not value yourſelf on being fo in any 
Eyes but his. Adieu! he deſires me to 


chide you; I do chide you; but I do nat 


love you the lels, 


LET 


E. ET T ER XXVII. 


Friday, WIxcHEST ER. 


M* Lord Ofory*s Letter has touched 


you: You think my Anſwer too 
baugbiy; you do not approve this Exceſs of 
Severity Go on, my Dear, add to my Un- 
eaſineſs. I admire with what Eaſe we adapt 
every thing to our own preſent Sentiments : 
you had juſt forgiven my Lord Caſtle Cary 
when you ſat down to write. Softened by 
the Pleaſures of a tender Reconciliation, you 
think ] ought to pardon alſo; that it is 
Cruelty not to pardon, You, Entreat me, 


you conjure me to hear my Lord Offery. If 
I was inclined to give you that Proof of 


Complaiſance, is it in my Power? — How 


G 4 "0 
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can I liſten to him! He no longer deſires 
to be heard — You pity him! Can you 
then believe, that after his Deſertion of me, 
after his Marriage, and two Years of For- 
getfulneſs, my Indifference has Power to 
afflict him He wiſhed only to try me: his 
Vanity perſuaded him, T ſtill loved him; 
that his leaſt Conceſſions would deſtroy my 


Reſolutions. Without doubt, his offering 


to juſtify himſelf, was ſufficient to efface the 
Remembrance of his Perfidy, of a Treachery 
of the blackeſt Kind; I ought to have flown 
to receive the Heart he deigned to reſtore 
to me: ſo valuable a Bleſſing merited my 


eager Acceptance; my Gratitude, perhaps 


laſupportable Inſolence of Men! Intole- 
rable Price! — I ought, however, to thank 


my Lord Offory; his laſt Caprice has been 


of more Service to me than Time or Rea- 


ſon : it has deſtroyed the Remains of that 


Inclination, over which | feared I could ne- 
=” or 
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ver have triumphed: I could not till now 
think of this Ingrate without Tenderneſs; 

at preſent I could behold him, without the 
leaſt Emotion; I am tranquill: I no longer 
fear his Sight, his Importunities : Is not 
this the very Point I have fo ardently wiſh- 
ed to arrive at? - With what Cruelty has 
he ſought to diſturb my Peace of Mind, to 
rekindle that Love which he was never wor- 
thy to inſpire me with? From whence comes 
it then that I ever loved him with ſuch Fond- 
neſs? I have been looking at his Picture 
this Morning; I held it above an Hour in. 
my Hand; I contemplated it without being 
affected: I am even aſtoniſhed at my former 
Attachment, Why has that Image alone 
bad Power over my Heart? What is there 
in him ſo ſcducing? What Deluſion lent _ 
ſuch Charms to that Countenance ? Where 
are thoſe Graces which I admired in thoſe ” 
G 5 | Fea- 


E TFT 

Features? ---- O, my Dear Henrietta! our 
Prepoſſeſſion makes all the Merit of the 
Object we prefer to others: it adorns the 
Idol of our Hearts; it gives him every Day 
ſome new Ornament. By Degrees, the 
Splendor, in which we have clothed him, 
dazzles ourſelves, impoſes on us, ſeduces | 
us; and we fooliſhly adore the Creature of 
our own Imagination. This Portrait, once 
ſo dear, is that of a Deceiver: Alas! I long 
regarded it as the Repreſentation of a Being 
almoſt celeſtial! --- I cannot ſee him ! --- I 
hate him ----- I hate myſelf — But 1 
love you always. 


LE.T- 
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LETTER XXVII. 


S WINCHESTER, 


OU die with Defire, that Sir Harry 
ſhould declare himſelf. Behold him 
. declared, propoſed, and rejected! My Lady 


Wilton painted to me in the ſtrongeſt Co- 
Tours, her Brother's Love, bis Reſpect, the 


Silence he had impoſed on himſelf. for fear 
of diſpleaſing me; and paſſing from his 
Praiſes to mine, me expreſſed the moſt: 
obliging Defire of acquiring in me. a Siſter 
as well as a Friend. You will judge of my 
Embarraſſment, my Dear, and of the polite 
Evaſions it forced me to make uſe of. I 
urged my Diſguſt almoſt invincible to Mar- 


riage, fro. n the little Happineſs I had found 
G6 in 
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136 LETTER XXVII.. 
in that State; my Inſenſibility to Love; 


the Habit of a Liberty which I could not 


loſe without Regret. Indeed, 1 do not 
make that Uſe of my Freedom, which at- 


taches moſt Widows of my Age to the State; 


bur it gives me the ſame Species of Plea- 
ſure which a Miſer feels in calculating his 


Riches: He enjoys the Bleſſings which he 


knows he can procure, and poſſeſſes, in Ima- 
gination, all thoſe which the Extent of his 


Fortune makes attainable. One Man only, 
ſaid I to her, could have determined me to 


_ facrifice this precious Liberty: no other 


will ever have the ſame Aſcendent over my 
Soul. Lady Wilton is. ſatisfied with the- 
Reaſons I have alledged ; but for Sir Harry, 
to whom ſhe has communicated my Senti- 
ments, he is very far from approving them. 
There is no living with him any longer; be 
does not ſpeak to me, does not look at me; 
contradicts every body; ſcolds other People's 
Servants, 
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Servants, drives away his own, breaks every 
thing he touches, throws down all he finds in 


his Way: goes like an Idiot acroſs the Par- 
terres, and coming back, in a Reverie, ſtrikes. 


his Head againſt the Gate, which is ſhut, a- 
ſtoniſhed to find himſelf ſtoped — But how 
unjuſt is this Sex! Is their Humour a Law? 
At what is Sir Harry angry? Has hea Right 


to expect his Will ſhould determine mine 8 | 


I have loved one Creature of his Species —. 


Ah! that is ſufficient - But I have a Letter 


from you — Alas! of what do you inform 

me! That Lady Egberth has quitted the 
Court, has reſigned her Place—. How. ] pity. 
her! How her Misfortune touches me? She 
is given up to Retirement, to Devotion, and 


it is my Lord Weſtbury s Death which has, 


cauſed this great Change : a very extraordi- 
nary one, without doubt: no body had more 


Reaſon to be attached to the World than this 8 
Lady — Ah! my Dear! to loſe a Man ſhe 


loved 
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C 
loved fo ſincerely; that ſhe had fo long lov- 

ed ; to have ſurmounted ſo many Obſtacles; 
to be on the Point of eſpouſing him, and to 
ſee him ſnatched from her in a Day, in a 
Moment, by an Accident ] cannot reſtrain 


my Tears at this melancholy Event. But - 


what Madneſs is it in M-n of Rank to run 
the Hazard in theſe Races, of loſing with- 
out Honour, a Life dear to their Country, 
and which they ought only to expoſe for it ? 
Are they not reſponſible to their Friends, 
| their Relations who love them? Was he 
not ſo to a Miſtreſs, who is plunged by the 
Loſs of him into Sorrow and Deſpair? Poor 
Lady Egberth! her Situation, and the Re- 
| flexions it has engaged you to make, have 
melted my Heart. Adieu! 


I. ET. 


LETTER XXIX. 


Sunday, WINcHESTER. 


H! How fhall I tell you! How ex- 
preſs to you ! Have I Strength to 
write? — Alas! how could I complain of 


him Ft {enrietts ! My Dear Henrietta! He 
is ill, dangerouſly il! — Lord Offry is dying! : 
My God! He is dying -— See the BONE 5 | 


which I have juſt received. 


7 


7: La CAT ESB T. 


I nave now but a few Moments to live; 
the Countenances of thoſe about me, and 
the Reſiſtance they make to my Will, aſſure 
me of it, It is with Difficulty I obtain Per- 
miſſion 
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16 LETTER XXIX. 
miſſion to write—Alas why have I ſo much 


deſired it! — What have I to ſay to you? 
Tou will hear with Pleaſure, that the Ob- 


ject of your Contempt, of your Averſion, 
has finiſhed his wretched Days ——— Ah! 
Lady Cateſiy! What Cruelty | But is this 
a Time to complain of it! Pardon at leaſt 
the Memory of an unhappy Lover ; I have 
never deceived you: I have loved you al- 
ways. Thoſe Letters which you have de- 
manded of me with an Inflexibility, of which 
I thought your Heart incapable, ſhall be 
* faithfully reſtored to you after my Death. 

Do not, Madam, deprive me of them whilſt 
I yet breathe. 


ArrER bis Deatb > ſhall bear with 
Pleaſure — Can he believe this, can he ima- 
gine it? — Ah! Inhuman! There remain- 
ed only this Blow — III! dying, perhaps — 
Alas! where is he? With whom? In what 

| Hands !--- 


LETTER XXIX. 1671 
Hands! — Has he Advice? — Is there any 
near him? -- O, this 3 is n 
able. e 


Tux Perſon who brought this fatal Billet, 
returned without ſtopping, without waiting 
a Moment, without f. peaking a ſingle Word. 
How ſhall I find it out · Abandoned to my 
Fears, to the moſt lively Inquietude —- Ab! 
pity me! My Heart is torn in pieces. tA 
fecble Hope dawns upon my Mind: I have 
ſent to the Houſe where one of Lord Offory? s 
Servants paſſed two or three Days. They 
alſſure me, that Servant came from Sir Charles 
Halifax s, who has lately bought an Eſtate 
four Miles from hence. I have diſpatched 
away John, with all poſſible Haſte, to inform 
himſelf if my Lord Oſſory is there, with 
Orders to ſtay wherever he finds him, and 
ſend me Meſſengers continually, to let me 
know the State in which he is. In this ſad _ 
| Suſpenſe, 


a LETTER NAM. 

Suſpenſe, my Eyes and Hands are raiſed to 
Heaven: Lady Egberth is ever preſent to 
my Idea: I fear---All-powerful God! May 


my ardent Prayer reach thy awful Throne 
May it ſuſpend thy Decree! Vouchſafe at 
leaſt to change the Object! If the End of one 
of us, muſt be the terrible warning Voice, to 
bring back to thee the erring Heart of the 
other, Ah! let it be me! Let my Death 
rekindle in his Soul that Love which is due 
to thee alone! O, my Dear Henrietta | if | 
he dies, you have no longer a Friend. : 
1 
h 
. t 
| 
1 E 
l 
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01 neſday,” W INCHESTIR, 


E is a little better; but his Fever! is 
conſtant and violent; happily, the 
moſt dangerous Symptoms have left him 


| theſe two Days. He has yet Moments of 
Delirium, in which he is very reſtleſs. Alas! 


be is not out of Danger! I did not write 
to you Yeſterday ; I can now ſcarce hold my 


| Pen; I am not myſelf; I have not taſted 


Food, Shut up in my Chatnber, I admit 


no body; it is impoſſible for me either to 


liſten to, or to anſwer any one. They direct- 


ed me very well: my Lord Offry is at Sir 
Charles 


COON rods 2 
. 


7 S of 
Pp; 

I 
„ 7 
5 1 - 
1 
Io 
8 
- 1K] 
$4 - 

* 


122 LETTER XXX. 
Charles Halifax s, in the midſt of as good 
Aſſiſtance as London itſelf could have pro- 
cured him. By a happy Chance, Dr. Har- 
riſon is in the Country; he is with him. 70%. 
has wrote me Word, that when he arrived, 
he found the whole Family in Tears. Alas! 
I believe him. Who can know my Lord 
Ofſery, and not feel for him? How is it 
poſſible to avoid loving him? So noble 
in his Manners, ſo gentle, ſo benevolent; 
the good Qualities of his Soul are painted 
on his Cou ntenance; he conquers all Hearts: 
I never heard him mentioned, without an 
Encomium following his Name. What Man 
ever more amiably joined true Dignity with 
good Nature, with that Familiarity which is 
not afraid to condeſcend, and which im- 
preſſes more deeply that Reſpet it ſtems to 
reſign all Claim to? Who but muſt la- 
ment, that a Being ſo worthy to exiſt, is 
going, Perhaps, to periſh — I expect with 
” reds 


EFF 165 
Fear, with Impatience But ſome body en- 
quires for my Woman Ah! what Happi- 
neſs! — A tranquil Night, froe Hours Sleep, no 
Dilirium, the Fever conſiderably abated: Dr. 
Harriſon will anſwer for bis Life, and even 
for his quick Recovery, O, my tender, my 
ſincere Friend! Give me Joy! 1 bleſs God, 
whoſe Goodneſs has reſtored him to me — 
Tears of Pleaſure fil] my Eyes — Ah! may 
he live! May he be. happy ! May every 
Bleling | he defires be bis Portion! Ami- 
able and dear Offory, thou accuſeſt me of 
Cruelty ! That thou couldſt read my Heart, 
and hear the Vows it offers up for thee! 
How cruel are the Forms which keep me 
here! Why is it not allowed me to fly to 
thee! To partake, to foften all thy Pains! 
to bathe thy Face with thoſe Tears, which 
are drawn from me by that eternal Fond- 
neſs which attaches me to thee! Ah! te- 
kind: e all thy Hopes! She, whom thou 
8 | loveſt, 


16 LETTER XXX. 
loveſt, is not cruel, ſhe is not inhuman; ſhe 
will pardon thee, ſee thee, love thee! Ah! 
my God! Whither does this lively Emotion 
carry me! -O, my good, my indulgent 
Friend! Pardon my fooliſh wandering 
I am not myſelf ----= My Soul is hurried. 
along But I feel myſelf burning --- Diſ. 
ordered ----- I cannot hold up my Head 
my Eyes are heavy -- Alas! what is it 
that makes me thus ? Adieu! he will 
live, my Dear! My Prayers are granted. 
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Saturday, WINCHESTER: 


Silence has made you uneaſy. 


Irregular : They bled me in ſpite of my- 
ſeif. Sir Harry would not loſe this Op- 
portunity of ſhewing his officious Zeal : 


he has taken Poſſeſſion of my Apartment; 
he does all the Honours of it: this Man is 
He ſome- 
times makes me pity him; but oftener wea- 
res me with his Aſſiduity: I have a Heart 
too full of Senſibility not to compaſſionate 


really good; he is unhappy : 


his 


HAVE paſſed three Days without writing 
to you, my Dear, and I am afraid my 


I have had 
a fore Throat, a Fever, and my Pulſe very 
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166 LETTER XXXI. 
his Love, though too much prepoſſeſſed to 


return it. 


Jon is come back : Lord 92 is up- 


on the Recovery, and they hope his Health 


will ſoon be quite re-eſtabliſhed : I feel at 
preſent another kind of Inquietude from 


the Indiſcretion of my Meſſenger ---- But 


here 1s Abraham, my Lord's Valet de 
Chambre ----- M y God, what can he want 


with me? How my Heart futters ! --- S0 
alarmed at one of his Servants ! What 


ſhould I then be, if my Lord himſelf---what 
Contradictions reign in my weak Heart! 


A few Days ſince I wiſhed ardently to ſee 
him, and now the Name only of his Ser- 
vant diſorders me ---- He brings me a Let- 


ter — Poor Abrahom! He is o overjoyed 
to ſee me again, he cannot {| peak to me ---- 


But let me read his Letter —— It is with 


ee ocity 


to 


up- 
alth 
at 
rom 
But 

de 
vant 
80 
That 
vhat 
art! 
o ſee 
Ser- 


Let- 
oyed 


with 
culty 
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Difficulty he has wrote it. e has been woes 
0» my Dear, what he _ e Ya. 


15 Lah © A TE 83 r. 


ttt FF 


| Ha VE you then deigned, M adam, to 
intereſt yourſelf in my Life? This Cad 
neſs touches me to the Soul. But do I owe 
it to your Compaſſion alone, or to the feeble 


Remains of that tender F riendſhip —Alas! 


I ſcarce dare flatter myſelf you preſerve the 


lighteſt Remembrance 888 How ſweet .- 1 


would it be to me to think it not intitely 
extinguiſhed; to think it ſtill poſſible the 


Ardor of my Heart might rekindle it in 


yours! But you will not hear me. Re- 


ceive, Madam, my reſpectful Acknowledg- 


ments: without examining into the Nature 
of that Sentiment which has inſpired you 


with ſo generous a Concera for my Dan- 


3 Ser, 


wo LETTER XXXL 
ger, 1 ought | to think myſelf bleſt i in a Id 
ing excited it. . 


You ſee he is no fi to the Anxiety 
I have been in for his Life. It is to Joby, 
my impertinent Servant, I am obliged for 
theſe perplexing Acknowledgments. But I 
am forced to bid you Adieu: they wait for 
my Letter: I would not leave you a Day 
longer i in Uncertainty of what had cauſed 

my Silence? I muſt write an Anſwar for 
Aaken to take. Ah! my Dear, of what 
Importance: is that Anſwer! 


"Lt. 


Vivaciry, by the Precipitation with which 


ders to conceal himſelf, without command- 


execute his Commiſſion better than by go- 
quiring for Abraham, telling him he came 


himſelf in Lord Offory's Antichamber. My 


"= TTE * xxxII 


Sunday Wracinsren. 


EE, my 55 Henrietta, into what an 
Embarraffment I am thrown. by my 


I ſent away Jobn, without giving him Or- 


ing him not to mention my Name! The 
imprudent Creature thought he could not 


ing directly to Sir Charles Halifax's, en- 


from me, and deſiring Permiſſion to place 


Lord, charmed to hear one of my Servants 
EO H 2 Was 


172 LETTER XXXII. 
was ſo near him, and that he came by my 
Orders, inſiſted on ſeeing him: Mr. Jobn, 
as he told me himſelf, received this Com- 
mand to enter, with great Pleaſure : he an- 
ſwered all my Lord's Queſtions with great 
Exactneſs: aſſured him, his Lach was mort 
dead than alive when ſbe ſent him; that ſbe 
had a great deal of Friendſhip for his Lord- , 
Hip, and was ſcarce ſatisfied with three Ex. 

. preſſes a Day, which he bad the H onour 10 
ſend ber. 


Ir you had ſcen with whit Satisfedlien 

tis Idiot gave me an Account of his Com- 
miſſion, how he applauded himſelf on the 
Wonders he had done! After all, I ovght 
only to complain of my own Want of Fore- 
ſight. I ſent back Abraham Yeſterday with- 
out any Anſwer : I excuſed myſelf on Ac- 
count of the preſent Weakneſs of my Head. 
Alas! it Is not that I moſt fear: : the Weak- 
neſs 
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neſs of my Heart is what reſtrains me — 
Abraham again — Another Letter —_ need 
not take the Pains to copy this : it is almoſt, 


: exactly the ſame with the laſt ; except the 


Addition of much Inquietude on Account 
of my Indiſpoſition, which no longer exiſts. 
See me, Madam, hear me — Always the ſame. 
I muſt anſwer it; but what Difficulty do 1 


find in writing to him! His zealous Meſ- 


Tenger tells Betty he mult not return with- 
out a Letter. In proportion as my Fears 


for his Life vaniſh, my Anger reſumes it's 
Empire over my Soul. 1 am ſorry Lord 
Offory can no longer doubt. that F riendſhip, | 
of which he artfully pretends. to be ſo un- 
certain: By this Pretence he humours my 
Vanity; his Addreſs does not eſcape, me. 
O, theſe Men! theſe Men! Obſerve, bow 
they make their Advantage of « every tl thing ! 
When all Means of ſubduing o our Reſolves 

„ ; em 
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liſten to them z we fancy all at an End, but 
their Reſources are never exhauſted.” When 
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he has but a Moment to live; he fills our 


himſelf in a Light, which cannot fail of 
ſoftening us; he places before our Eyes the 
alarming Idea of his Death, of the Diſſdlu- 
tion of that enchanting Form which firſt ſe- 


malignant Fever is not what kills him, no, 
ſay that — But Abrabam waits . I ne- 
ver thought I had ſo little Underſtanding ; 


I am quite at a Loſs what to fay — O, that 
abominable Fobn! Why did he not conceal 


1 2 
—  — — 


ſeem to fail, an unforeſeen Incident, Chance, 
a Fit of Sictueſi, brings them to the Point 
they bad in View. We refuſe to ſee, to 


the difcarded Lover knows not how to Pro- 0 
ceed otherwiſe, he has a Fever, my Dear; 


Imagination with Terror; he repreſents 


duced our unguarded Hearts; and the moſt 


lis our Cruelty, Lord Offory has forgot to 


him- : 


þ 
ö 
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| himſelf! But why do I talk thus idly [--Is not 


he who writes to me, the ſame Lord Oſory, 


who has cauſed me ſuch exquiſite Afflictions, 
who abandoned me at Hertford, who marri- 4 


ed eee ? Are theſe ne leſen. ” 


I 


you a 180 7 of my Anſwer; it is very ww 
"iy. ſtudied, and YOu bad, Adieu! 8 mx 


cy the ſame, 
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1 1 - Monday, WINCHESTER, 


5 COME. from taking a Walk on the 


Banks of a Rivulet, which bathes the 


Walls of a Pavilion, where I.go often to ſee 
them fiſh. As it was very early, I amuſed 
myſelf with obſerving acroſs the River ſome 
young Country Girls, who were going with 
Baſkets of Flowers and Fruits, to the neigh- 


bouring Town. They ſung, they laughed 
in their Boat; they preſented the very Image 
of Joy; their Habirs were neat, their Baſ- 

kets prettily arranged. They wore large 


Straw Hats, under which one is apt to fancy 
every Face handſome; they were really very 
agreeable. As the Boat went off, one bet- 
ter made than the reſt, arrived; ſhe ap- 

H 5 peared 
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Lord Wilton's Tenants, had. made ber. die. 


great many Tears. The poor Child intereſt- 1 
ed me, I would know all ; ; and here you 


| Teer, his Grandſon ſhould marry Salhy, 
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peared very melancholy, and without ſhow- 
ing any Regret, becauſe they had not ſtayed 
for her; ſhe ſet down her Baſket upon a 
Heap of Gravel, and began to walk back- 
wards and forwards by the River-ſide. I 
bid Betty call her; ſhe came to us; I pur- 
chaſed all her Noſegays, and aſked her, why 
ſhe did not ſing like the others? My Que- 
ſtion moved her; ſhe endeavoured to re- 
ſtrain her Tears, and told me, with a moſt 
charming Sincerity, that ſhe was ready to 
break ber Heart; that Moſes, one of my 


with Grief, ſhe and another: and that the." © 
Remembrance of that other made her ſhed 'a 


have the Hiſtory of my little Gardener. Ie: 
is, that Moſes—Pray attend, my Dear Mo- 
ſes is a wicked Miſer; he had agreed, that 


who 


l 164 En aint, 


his Mind. Tomnp's Siſter is dead, and has 
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will not now accept Sally for his Grandaugh- 


off the March: and as ſhe is pretty high- 
ſpirited, me will twiſt Sally's Neck off, it 
mne Joss the Grandſon of that Jew Moſes; 


Tommy will break bis Heart too, rather than 


renounce. * 


hundred 


|| who loves Tommy as ſhe loves ber yes. The 
. Wedding-Day was fixed, the Clothes were 
bouggnkt, the Relations invited, the Fiddles 
beſpoke; and behold, a Letter which came 5 
from Oxford, has induced Maſas to change 


left him ſome Money, and the vile Moſes 
ter; at leaſt, not unleſs her Fortune is en- 


= - creaſed i in proportion to Tommy's Inheritance. | 
=_ Sally! Mother, who is very proud, has broke 


and poor Sally muſt have her Neck twiſted 
off, for ſhe will always love him; and honeſt 


BrTwWEEN the Happineſs, a3 the Mi- 
ſery, of theſe ſimple and tender Lovers, an 


kh, FI 
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hundred and fifty Guineas was an inſur-- 
mountable Barrier: I have removed it, my 
Dear: the Jew Meſes, the proud Gardener, 


honeſt Tommy, and pretty Sally, are all agreed. 
again, This Moment is one of thoſe in 


which I have felt the, Adyantage of being 
nich: the Day after To- morrow, I am to 
marry my amiable Villager, and I intend to 
marry her with Splendor, I give a grand 
Supper, an Illumination, Fire- works, and 


Muſick on the Water; which will be fol- 
lowed by a Maſquerade, at which every body 
will be welcome. My Lord 7 ton has lent- 
me the Pavilion. on the River; it 13 large, 


finely ornamented, and very proper for my 
Deſign. The Ladies are all enchanted with 


this Feaſt: Sir Harry, in ſpite of his ill Hu-- 


mour,. is my Steward ; he receives my Or- 


ders with as much Gravity, as if he was! 


taking out a Patent to be Prime Miniſter. 
Lady i lton, and Sir James, are to do the 
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Honours of the Maſquerade 3 Lady Fun. 


derland of the Supper; as to me, I ſhall be 
employed in obſerving whether they acquit 


themſelves well of the Commiſſions I have 
_ entruſted them with. J am gay, my Dear, 
I begin to reſume my Taſte for Amuſe- 


ments; I will not examine the Cauſe of this 


Alteration ; I ſhould find it perhaps Do 
not fancy, however, that Sally” s Marriage i is 


a Pretence for celebrating the Recovery of 
poor Lord Offary ---- Is it not thus you call 


him? ---- Joby, however, does not know; 


my Secret is ſafe: Adieu! Ly Dear Hen. 
rietta! I us I could: bſce you dance at this 
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8 aaſag, Wiens ran. 


A NOTHER Leer A very exact and 
a a very dangerous Correſpondence? 1 


have every Moment Occafion to remind my- 
ſelf that Lord Offery has betrayed me. In 
ſpite of this Remembrance, how ſfiall I 
reſiſt the tender Emotions of my Heart? 
They perſuade me to liſten to him. But 
what can he ſay ? His reiterated Offers to 
Juſtify himſelf, aftoniflyand offend me. Ah! 
how is it poſfible! He married; he has 
even a Daughter by this Marriage — They 
ſay ſhe is called Juliet — Inſolent! To give 
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140 LETTER XXXIV. 


my Name to the Daughter of his Wife! 
Lady Arthur, Aunt to the late Lady Oſſory, 


Lord's Letter. 


gratulate me? Of what Value to me is 


it is the Condeſcenſion of one Day, one 


not hear me? Am I condemned without 


has been here eight Days; ſhe talks con- 
tinually of the Graces and Beauty of this 

little Juliet: I never met with ſo imper- 
tinent a Creature: but I will * you my 


PRINT Auden [ On what OR you con- 


the Life which you refuſe to make happy? 
From you theſe cold Civilities! Ah you 
could not afflict me more ſenfibly than by 

this inſulting Politeneſs; it is always attend=. 
ed by Indifference. It is your Pity, your 
tender Pity, which is neceſſary to my Peace; 


Hour, that I entreat of you. Will you 


4 Hope 
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Hope of Pardon? Will you refuſe me a 
Favour which is granted to the vileſt Crimi- 
nals? We have at leaſt been Fendi. Do you 


then no longer remember you have given 


me a ſtill ſofter Name? Our mutual Love, 
your Promiſes, your tender Vows, are they - 


all effaced? Recall Hertford to your Re- 


membrance, my Dear, my adorable Juliet 
It is a Man once honoured with your Ten- 
derneſs, who begs of you, upon his Knees, 
one Moment's Converſation. By all that 
has Power to move you, I conjure you not | 
to reject my Prayer! Do not continue to- 


afflict an unhappy Man, whoſe Fate is in 


your Hands. No; I will not give up, but 
with my Life, the Hope of obtaining your 
generous Forgiveneſs. I have a Secret which 
l cannot reyeal but to yourſelf: give me one 
Day, Madam; in the Name of Flewen be 


not nn. 


Hz 
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HIs Dear, his adorable Juliet; familiar 
enough, upon my Word: and you ſee with 
what Obſtinacy he reſolves to be heard. Ah! 
that Sickneſs! In what has it engaged me? 


See him! The very Idea of an Interview 
makes me tremble. But this Audacity of 
determining to ſee me How ſtrangely re- 
ſolute! Ought he not to fly my very Looks? 
With what Face can he appear before me? 
Have not Ja Right to load him with Re- 
proaches ? Vet he is not afraid to fee me! 
—» W hence comes it then that I am in Dread 
of him? I, who can lift up my Eyes to him 
with that noble Confidence, which is the Off- 


ſpring of Integrity, and Innocence ? He 


bids me remember Hertford! Alas! if he 


had ſeen me after his Departure, would he 
have dared to bid me remember it? He 
knows the Wrongs he has done me; but 


how far is he from imagining how exquiſite- 
ly 
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ly I have felt them! Can he ever excuſe 
that cruel Deſertion? Ah! Why did heever 

feign a Paſſion for me? Why does he yet 

1 feign it? Thad prepared myſelf with Plea- 

ſure for the Entertainment! am to. give! 1 

This Letter comes to diſturb my Joy, to 

embarraſs me, to revive the Memory of thoſe 

Hours Ah! nothing has had Power to 

efface it—You will perhaps laugh at my Cha- 

grins; you tell me I ought to have ſeen him, io 
have heard bim, that all ſhould be forgot. You, 
who have never had any thing to pardon but 

W the ſlighteſt Faults, a few Emotions of Jea- 

louſy, of Impatience, of ill Humour, per- 
haps, you think one may reſolve in a Mo- 
ment; that it is eaſy to determine —1 cannot 
comprehend that Hope of Pardon. My De- 
ſign is not to afflict him: I would ſee him, if 

I thought I could bear his Preſence: Iwoutd* 
hear him, if it was poſſible to excuſe Bur 
Iwill write to him this Moment. 


To 


s LETTER XXXIV.. 


To Lord O SSORY. 


Waxzzronz, my Lord, ſhould I not 


Nee 


have found ſuch Deal to regret 3 What 
mould engage me to cheriſh the Memory 


of the moſt unfaithful of Men? Have you 
not already made it your Requeſt, I would 


forget 3042 How can you, without Confu- 
. ſion, endeavour to recall that Time, and 
thoſe Scenes, to my Remembrance, which 


I cannot think of without hating you? What 


Right have you now to aſk my Friendſhip, 


after having made ſo cruel, a Return to that 
I was once weak enough to feel for you? 


If your Levity has reſtored me to myſelf, 


you ought only to blame your own Heart. 


Lam ignorant what new Caprice makes you 


aſſert that your Happineſs depends on the 
Converſation you aſk of me; but I cannot 


prevail 


0 
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prevail on myſelf to grant it. So long ac- 


cuſtomed to think I ſhould: never ſee you 


| again, it is impoſſible for me to ſupport even 
the Idea of your Preſence, If you have any 


Secrets it is neceſſary you ſhould communi- 


| cate to me, I conſent to your writing them: 
you may depend on my Secrecy, and on my 
Punctuality, in returning immediately what- 


erer you pleaſe to write. To receive your 


Letters, my Lord, is the only Complaiſance 


Lean force myſelf to ſhew you. 


1 
N by 


1 Au forry I have ſent this Letter: ep 


fay, that in Lover's Quarrels, Reproaches 
are the Preliminaries of Peace; Adient my 
= amiable Henrietta! Believe, I love 2 a. 


ways, 
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 Wedutſday---n o- —7 Jurſdoy. 
Six in the Alorning. 


M y deareſt Henrietta: How ſhall [ 
expreſs to you the Tumult, the Emo- 
tion of my Heart, Ihave ſeen him --- He 
has. ſpoke to me--It w was himſelf - -He was at 


the Maſquerade . Yes, the ---- M Lord 


Offery Ah! tell me no mote of ſeeing 
him, of hearing him ---- I am now certain I 
am unable to bear the Preſence of that ---1 


know not what Name to give him · Could 


any thing be more daring, or more impru- 
dent? To-expofe me thus I think | 
hate 
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LETTER NN. 189 
hate him----- I wiſh; notwithſtanding, Thad 
poſſeſſed more Power over myſelf.— I wiſh 1 
had heard him. What is then this unknown 
Emotion, which drags me with irreſiſtible 
Force, and compels me to act contrary to 

my Will? I muſt ; go from henee; I muſt 
return t0.London----It i is not from Obſtinacy, 
but from Neceſſity, from Weakneſs, I fly 


| i Lord Offory.' 1 muſt refolve to avoid him, 


fince I am nat able to fy Ar with any _ 
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8 Tur Day was eddy far rained; ht 
fatigued with dancing, and weary of the 


Ball, I went to take the Air on the Terrace, 
which joins to the Pavilion. A Maſk-in a 


an Domino, who had followed me above 


an Hour, came and ſeated himſelf by my 
Side. In a Place ſo ſpacious, and where it 


was. apparent I : ſought only Solitude, 1 


nen à little . he ſhould 


as 2 13 


chuſe 


go LETTER XXXV. 
chuſe the very Seat on which I had placed 
myſelf, merely; to be troubleſome; but 
judge of my Surpriſe, when ſeiring one of 
my Hands, and preſſing it detween bis, he 
ſaid, in a faltering and paſſionate Tone, Does 
 LadyCatelby then ftill delight in making other; 
happy? I was told that Species of Pleaſurt | 
had no longer any Charms. for ber. The 
Sound of that known Voice penetrated the 
inmoſt Receſſes of my Soul: I knew him in- 
ſtantly: Ah! what other Man would have 
preſumed to take ſuch a Liberty, to addreſs 
me in ſuch a Style would have fled from 
him; be ſeized my Robe, and held me in 
throwing off his Maſk, the Hood of his Do- 
mino fell off Ahl my Dear Henrietta! 
How lovely did he appear! The Diſorder 
of his Hair gave a new Grace to his Fea- 
tures; an Air paſſionate, animated ---- How 
Aiken was the Effect, which the Sight hat . 
t 


LET TER |XXXY. cogy 
chat amiable Countenance had on me, from 
what might have been expected! 1 loſt, 
that Moment, the Faculties of Sight and 
Hearing: a mortal Coldneſs ſeized me. I 
am ignorant what Lord Offry ſaid to me, or 
how he aſſembled the Company about me: 
but when my Senſes returned, I found my- 
ſelf ſurrounded by an infinite Number of 
PFerſons, amongſt whom my Eyes in vain 
ſought for Lord Ofory : T perceived him ut 
laſt at the farther End of the Terrace, from 
whence, as ſoon as he ſaw me perfectly re- 
covered, he retired with Precipitation. The 
Ball i is at an End, and I am now writing to 
jou in Bed, full of Reflexion, of Uneaſinebs, 
I know not how to act. . I 
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t 10 AY E 3 received ſuch preſſing | Invitations 
from. Lord Ojmond, my Couſin and his 
Lordihip continue to entreat me with ſuch 
Earneſtneſs to come to Hertford, that I can- 
not long reſiſt their Importunities. I know 
not why, but I feel my Repugnance to return 
thither greatly abated. Thave mentioned my 
Deſign here, and if I was vain, ſhould value 
myſelf highly on the Unwillingneſs which 
every body expreſſes to part with me. Sir 
James goes away at the ſame time: as to poor 


Sir Harry, his Sorrow is ĩnexpreſſible; it gives 
; me 
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me extreme Pain: I hope my Abſence will 


be of Service to him. They tell us, my 


Dear, Abſence is a ſalutary Remedy for 


Love; a violent one however, which the 
Patient takes with Diſguſt, and which does 


not ſucceed with all Conſtitutions. I am 


coming nearer to you, my amiable Friend: 


what Pleaſure do I find in that Thought! k 
After ſtaying ſome Time at. Hertford, "Þ 
hall return to London, and we will go to- 
gether to my pretty Houſe at Hamꝑſtend 
Here is Abraham - . What a Packet he 


brings me! all in my Lord's Hand Per- 
mit me, my Dear, to leave you — I burn to 
read i it —What is it he can ſay to me? Tou 


ſhall know as s ſoon as] have read the Packet ; 
| We 
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To Lay CATESBY, 


"Tax Adventure: of = Ball has too well 
convinced me, Madam, how vain it is to 
hope from Chance, or my own Addreſs; the 
Happineſs of a Converſation, with you. 
The Horror my Preſence gave you, the 
Condition in which I ſaw you, and the 
Grief I felt at being the Cauſe, have deter- 
mined me to give up all Thoughts of ap- 
proaching you without your poſitive Com- 
mand. I conſent to commit to Writing, 
what I intended to have related to you on 
Hedneſday, if you had been able to have 
favoured me with a Hearing. You engage 
to keep my Secret; I know you too well 
to have the leaſt Doubt of your Diſcretion: 
however, as it may be painful to you to 
conceal from Lady Henrietta, a Story in 
which 


— 
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which you are ſo much intereſted, I dif.” 


penſe with your Promiſe of Sectecy in Fa- 
vour of this Lady: Whoever is dear to 
acquires, by that Claim, a Right over my 
Heart: To me it is impoſſible your Friend 
can be indifferent. Ah! Lady Catefty Ife 
after reading theſe Papers, you are not in- 


elined to pardon me, you never loved him, 
whoſe Paſſion for perks cannot Nee but with! 
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Lord OSSORT: 


HEN Lady Chariot Cheſter had 

given that Preference to the Mar- 
\  queſs of Dorebeſter, whicn I flat- 
tered myſelf my Aſſiduity, and the Since- 
rity of my Attachment, had given me a 
better Right to expect, I determined to 
avoid her, and went into France with that 

Deſign. I was ſenſibly affected by her Per- 
fidy; it prejudiced me unjuſtly againſt the 
whole Sex; I judged of all, by the only 

WS „ 
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one with whom 1: had had any Connexion; 


and was ſtrongly perſuaded that, Intereſt and 
Vanity were the only Paſſions of which they 


rg foſceptible. 1 armed myſelf againſt 


them, with the Knowledge J fancied I had 


ol their Souls, and employed my Experience 
with Succeſs to defend me Es the Power 
of their Charme. | N 


I was ad at Court, and where- 
ever I appeared, as a Savage, who to that 
Ferocity attributed to his Nation, joined an 
obſtinate Averſion to the eſtabliſhed Man- 
ners and Cuſtoms of the World. My Gravi- 
ty appeared ridiculous, eſpecially at a Time 
of Life when the wild and irregular Sallies 
of Youth, for which Youth is an Excuſe, 

are not unbecoming. I know not how far 
the French carry their Indulgence on this 
Head; but here I have ſeen too many, who 
not knowing when to drop this Excuſe, have 


„ 
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not been able, in their more advanced Age, 
to o ſorget Aenne of their Vene 

Six Wees * Is Hand om 
London, my eldeſt Brother was killed in a 
Sea Engagement, and my ſecond died in 
Scotland, of a Fall from his Horſe in Hunt- 
ing. My Fortune was now become equal 
to Lord Dorcbeſter' s; and I fancied Lady 
Dorcheſter” might: | poſſibly repent having 
Been ſo precipitate in fixing her Chaige.: 
the Regret I flattered myſelf the would jeel, 
was the only. real Advantage I then hoped _ 
for, in inheriting the Lues and Titles of 

my Anceſtors. nib ſiegt ts Damen 


My Abode in France did not remove the ; 
Impreſſions I carried thither: I thought the 
Women charming, but the Idea of Lady 
Cbarlot, and the Remembrance of her In- 

conſtancy, defended me from Love. I re- 
W EBT TT. __ 
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turned to London, cured of my Paſſion, but 

not of 1 my Reſentment at having been aban- 
doned. The Sight of Lady Dore beſter cha- 
grined me, and gave me à Piſguſt to Lon- 
in: I reſolved therefore to quit ĩt once 
more; and was preparing for a fecond Tour 
to ah, when Ofmond, hearing of my Re: 
turn, preſſed me to make him a Viſit at 
Hertford: I accepted his Invitation, intend- 
ing to ſtay a few Days only; but 1 found in 
your Eyes, Attra@tion$ſtrotft enough to fix 
me in my native Country, and reconcile me 
in that amiable Sex, of which Lady Cate 
is the brighteſt Ornament. You inſpired 
me with Sentiments before unknown to me; 
Sentiments which convinced me I had never 

loved Lady Charlot, and that wounded Va- 
nity may excite in our Souls thoſe Regrets, 
which ſeem to take their Source only from 
betrayed or ae 1 . 


AsHB T 


Averſion his Fenderneks gave you to him. 
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dreſſes; his Example intimidated me: the 


determined, me to ſpate no Pains,to;cones 
mine. Liſtened: to, preferred as a F riend, 


I dreaded appearing as a: Lover. I found 


it ſo ſweet to be honoured; with; your Con- 
fidence, to make one in all. your Amuſer 


ments, to behold! you every Moment with- 


out wearying you, or inſpiring you with 
Conftraint ; ; that I had not Courage to riſk 
loſing. all theſe Advantages, by making 2 
Declaration of my Paſſion. Sometimes F 


fancied you law what paſſed in my Soul: 


I one Day forgot T had no Right. to appear 

jealous; my. Anger and ill Humour became 
viſible to eyery body: my Sorrow, affected 
you; it affected you too nearly —— What 
Pleaſure do I feel in recollecting thoſe. firſt 
Moments of my Happineſs! Thoſe bliſsful 
. 45 Hours: 


2 HISTORY OF 
Fours, when without being yourſelf perhaps 
Conſcious of it, you partook of all the ſoft 

Emotions of my Soul! They are paſt, thoſe | 
tranſporting Moments, and Lady 1 
| remember them no more. 


"Mug . Pain did I ed Boos: you 
Sentiments ſo tender and animated! Ho- 
did: the Remembrance of Lady « Charlot inti- 
midate me! I no longer regarded, her Incon- 
ſtancy in the ſame Light; ſince I had loved 
you, I excuſed her Levity; and concluded, 
J poſſeſſed none of thoſe Attractions which 
give Birth to Love, and render it laſting, I 
at length preſumed to confeſs my Paſſion; 
my Vows were heard; you yielded to give 
me your Hand: every thing conſpired to 
promiſe Happineſs to my future Days. In 
the Intoxication of my Joy, too ready to 
flat ter myſelf, I added to my Account of pre- 
ſent Pleaſu re, the ſupreme Felicity which was 

Ss: | ſo 
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ſo ſoon to be my Portion, when I received 
an Invitation to be preſent at the Marriage 
of Lord Newport. I know not whether a 
Foreboding of my Misfortune encreaſed my 
Regret at parting from you, but I left Hert- 
ford overwhelmed with Sorrow. Before 1 
enter into the humiliating Detail of the fa- 


tal Adventure which ſeparated us, permit 
me to implore your Indulgence But how 


can II hope to ſoften you, if I am no longer 


dear to you; if my very Sight alarms you; 
if that Heart, once ſo ſenſible to my leaſt in- 
quietude, is now for ever barred againſt me? 


What repeated Vows do you betray, if te 


Care of my - Happineſs no longer intereſts 
you!] Cannot the Remembrance of a Pa,. 
ſion ſo dear to us both, of thoſe pure and + 
exquiſite Pleaſures it once beſtowed, re- 
kindle in your Boſom a Spark of that Fire 
which my IR INE has exemgariths 
1209 105 1640 i 
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ed? Ah! Madam ! let Love again ſpread = 
a Veil before your Eyes, to hide from you 
my Fault, and only permit you to ſee ny m 


8 1 ID 


T was returning to Horiford, with all the 
Haſte and Impatience of a Lover, eager to 


| behold again the Object of all his Wiſhes, 


when, on the Road, I happened to meet with 
Montford, Bennet, Anderſon, Lindſey, and 
ſeveral others, who had been my Acquain- 
: tance at the Univerſity z except Montford, 
who was my particular Friend, I had ſcarce 
ſeen any of them ſince I left the College: 
they had ſtopped Abraham, who was a little 
before me, and when I came to the Poſt⸗- 


houſe, where they waited for me, they inſiſt- 


0 on ſtopping me alſo. They were return- 
3 ing from Hunting, and were going to ſup a 
with Moniford, whoſe Mother bad a Houſe 

. in 5 


85 5 15 * 
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8 in the Neighbourhood. It Was impoſſible 2 
to reſiſt their Entreaties, or, to ſpeak wit! 
more Propriety, their Importunities: T hex 
obliged me to accept an Invitation which 
promiſed little Amuſement to a Man of my 
Temper, and robbed me of the Pleaſure of 
arriving ſoon enough that Night at Herti. 
Jord, to ſee you even for a Moment. IT heſe 
Hours were ſtolen from Love; I loſt them 
with inexpreſſible Regret, and made the Sg-+ 
crifice with an extreme Repugnance. Mont 4 \ 
ford's Mother was gone, that very Morning, 5 
to London; whither ſhe was called by un- 
foreſeen Buſineſs : thus our Supper became 
one of thoſe noiſy and libertine Parties, from, 
whence Order and Politeneſs are baniſhed "= 
which ſometimes end in ridiculous Wagers, 4 
and often, even in breaking to Pieces every ; 
Moveable in the Way, and cutting each 
others Throats amidſt, the Ruins. | Diſguſt g 
ſeized me e during the firſt Courſe; it en- 
creaſed 
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creaſed every Moment : The inſupportable 
Mirth of my Companions, in which I could 
not ſhare; the confuſed Noiſe of their 
Voices, all ſpeaking at the ſame Time; and 
the unbounded Freedom of their Converſa- 
tion, made me curſe a thouſand "times the 
Hour in which I was ſo unfortunate to meet 
them. The Coolneſs I preſerved in the 
midſt of theſe Madmen, added to the Dif. 
taſte they inſpired me with. I perceived it; 
and willing to remove ſome Part of the 
Horror I felt at my Situation, I fancied the 
only Means would be to loſe, like the reſt, 
a Portion of my Reaſon : I could not now 
reach Hertford early enough to ſee you; I. 
reſolved therefore to do as others did, and 
endeavour to partake of their fooliſh: and 
contemptible Gaiety: My Project ſueceed- 
ed; I drank freely, and began ſoon to find 
my old ee a ne” more ee 175 


of their Sentiments. Moniford alone inſiſts 
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©; 1 


Ta: x Caberg 7”, on a | Variceyf 


5 Subjects, none of which were purſued very 
far: It fell at laſt on Women; they talked 


with more Vivacity than Decency: Some 


praiſed them in the ſtrongeſt Terms, others 
ſpoke of them with the moſt illiberal Con- 


tempt. Lindſey, naturally tender and polite, 
defended them with Warmth: He brought 
the whole Company over to his Opinion, 
that the Sweetneſs of being beloved by one, 
infinitely ſurpaſſed the malignant Pleaſure 
of ſlandering them all. We now vyed with 
each other in extolling theſe charming Be- 
ings, on whom Heaven has beſtowed the 


Power of rendering us happy. One ſpoke 
of their Beauty, the Charms of which hive 


ſuch an Empire over our Hearts; another 
extolled their, Wit, ſtill more enchantingy 
the F ine neſs of their Taſte, and the Delicacy: 
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ed, that an uncultivated Underſtanding, and + 
ingenuous Modeſty, infinitely exceeded that 
Knowledge, and thoſe Accompliſhments,.on 
which Women of Condition value them- 
ſolves, and that the moſt. imple were thjge 
moſt amiable : The Point was warmly diſ- 
puted ; he perſiſted ; and to prove the Truth 
of. what he advanced, ſent Orders ta his Sit 
ter's Governeſs to join the Company with 
her lovely Charge. A Man muſt have been 
as little capable of Reflexion as he then was, 
to think of Expoſing a Siſter to the Impro- 
priety of appearing in the midſt of ten or 
twelve young Libertines, fluſhed with Wine, 
and little in a Condition to recollect what 
they owed to her Rank, her Scx, her bloom- 
ing Seaſon of. Life. Whilſt we waited in 
Expectation of her Entrance, Mantford i in- 
formed us, that ſhe. came only. the preceding: 
Day from the School, in which ſhe had 
been educated; he Sore the moſt lively 
Friend-- 


> 
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Friendſhip: for her, and aſſured us no body 


could be more fimple, - -or more amiable. 
The young Lady came, to confirm by her 


= Preſence, the Praifes her Brother had laviſh-/ 
ed on her ingenuous Simplicity: her Air 5 


expreſſed her Character; ſoft, modeſt, un- 
affected: a noble Form, graceful in all it's 
Motions, compenſated for the want of per- 
| fe Symmetry: She had all thoſe Charms 
which accompany the firſt Bloom of Youth; 
and her Features, without being regularly 
beautiful, were all together infinitely attrac- 
tive. She placed herſelf by her Brother, 
and in Obedience to his repeated Com- 
mands, pledged his Friends in thoſe Healths 
which they all at once eagerly propoſed" to 
her. Her Preſence having re-animated their 
Joy, it was happy for her that her extreme 
Simplicity made her ignorant of the Tranſ- 
ports ſhe excited, and of the Expreſſions in 
which they magnified. her Charms. Bennet 
e | took, 
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took Charge of the Governeſs, and ſoon 
rendered her incapable of attending to the 
Care of her lovely Pupil.. Miſs Montferd; 
weary of a kind bf Converſation. to which 


ſhe was not accuſtomed, inſiſted on Leave to U 
retire: ſhe obtained it, though with Pifff. 4 
culty; and quitted us with much greater 1 d 
Pleaſure than ſhe had felt at coming amongſt I 


us. Some Moments after, . diſtracted with fi 
Noiſe, and fainting with exceſſive Heat, I þ 
' roſe up to go into the Air, of which I had 8 
never more Occaſion: I walked through 4 
the Hall, and found myſelf in a Paſſage, in e 
Which there was no Light: I obſerved one . 
at ſome Diſtance, and directing my Steps a 
that Way, traverſed a long Gallery of Pic- h 
tures, at the End of which, I came to a large c 
Cloſet, where ] perceived a Woman alone: | WE 
I had not Time to diſtinguiſh who ſhe was; b 
riſing up haſtily, ſhe threw: down a little A 
Table, on which ſtood a Candle, which 
| went 


. 
A 
| 
| 


k 


vent out in the Fall. By the Sound of her 


Voice, and her Queſtions, F Knew. it to be 
Mis Montford: - I told her who I was, and 
begged che Favour of her to direct me 15 
the Garden, where 1 was going to walk for 


the Air: She told me ſhe would ring imme- 


diately for a Light; but in the profound 
Darkneſs we were in, it was impoſſible to. 
find the String of the Bell, the Apartment 
being almoſt as new to her as to myſelf 
She ſtrove however to recolle& where the 
Chimney was placed, and we both took'a 
great deal of Pains to find it. My Embar- 


raſſment, and the ill Succeſs of our Searches, 


appeared ridiculous to her; ſhe laughed ſo 
heartily at our Diſtreſs, that her Gaiety ex- 
cited mine. The young Lady was not 
2 more herſelf than I 151 The pledy 


bis Kerr 2% v/ 9 
random, we ſtruck our Heads againſt each 
other; Miſs Mom ford redoubled her Laugh. 


ter, ridiculed my Uneaſi neſs, and by a thou- 
ſand childiſh. Pleaſantries, forced, me to 


laugh alfo. Determined both of us, how⸗ 


ever, to put an End to this Scene, we agreed 


to g e up all Hopes of making ourſelves 


15880. ard to ende avour to find a Door into 


Toter Gallery, which led to the Garden. 


Miſs Mont ford took me by the Hand, and 
going from one Chair to another, found the 
Place where the was fitting when I entered 
the Clofet: She told me, the Door was then 


directly oppoſite to us; ſhe advanced, and 


I followed her : unhappily ſhe entangled 
herſelf in the Table the had before thrown 
down, and fell with Violence to the Ground; 


her Fall occaſioned mine; I was alarmed 
for her, but her repeated Burſts of Laugh- 


* 


ter, foon convinced me me was not hurt. 


The 


I had the Cruelty to take Advantage of the 
Diſorder and Simplicity of a young Impru- 
dent, whoſe artleſs dane ace orcationt 


raked. when Raab luning all its Rights, 
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The Exceſs of her Mirth. had an extraordin 


nary, Effect on me: it inſpired me with a 


Preſumption fatal to us both: The Intoxi - 
cation of my Reaſon communicated itſelf 
to my Heart: abandoned to my Senſes, I 
forgot my Love, my Probity, the Laws of 


Honour, which had always been ſacred to 


me, the Siſter of my Friend: A Woman 


whom ought to have reſpected, appeared 
to me at that Inſtant, only as a Female de- 


livered up to my Wiſhes, to that groſs Paſ- 


fon which has its Source in Inſtinct alone. | 
Hurried away by an impetuous Emotion, 


i 3 


ed her Error. „ 
3 3 * n * 8 


"Scarce was, this Moment. of. Madnefs 


4 aw 
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happy Victim of my Crime pierced the Att 


X by her juſt Anguiſh encreaſed mine, eat 
great for Expreſſion. The Moon juſt 
thin began to riſe, and her dawning Light 


fo fatal: Confuſed, aſfiametd, in all the 
Wildaefs of Deſpair, I thought of nothing 
bo Flight: I went out of that Cloſet, which 
inſpired me with Horror; and paſſing from 
2 Garden inte the Court, where my Ser- 

waited,” I ſtept haſtily into my Chaiſe, 


e 


How Gvvnly —— ee 
of you! With what Goodneſs did your 


* 


I fü my Fault in Its full Kxtent! "the uns 


with her Cries 3 the gtoaned, ſhe wept, an 


enabled me to find that Door, the Search of 
which had been attended with Conſequences 


ne the Road to Herrford, pierced with 
the'moſt poignant Sorrow, which my Re- 
flexions rendered every Moment more ware | 
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| generous Heart intereſt- itſelf in my Ai 


ed TT FY he mung ar 


thinking? 1. Was 2 deer te 70 5 ahe ides of my 


approaching Happipeſs; an invincible 
Charm attached to your Looks, to your 
Converſation, all together alleviated my 
Sorrow. I was beginning to conſider my 
unhappy. Adventure as u Weakneſs, of 
which the Remembrance might in Time be' 
loft, when its dreadful Conſequences brought 
it back to my Memory with redoubled Force, 
and obliged me to ſubmit to the juſt Puniſh» 
ment of my Imprudence! Ah f ht a Pu- 


niſhment! If you have loved me, if yo 
have deigned to regret me, judge of my 


Sufferings by your o]ͥn Judge of my* 0 ; 


tures in 3 9 from you! From 
ng * 


tion! What tender Queſtions ! Hor did 
they ſtab my Soul with Remorſel How did 
labhor myſelf when xellected ] had betray. 
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you, whom I adored, whom I muſt always { 
| adore, in whatever Manner. you may treat v 
me! You may poſſibly remember, Ma. I 
dam, that a Meſſenger enquired for me, the = 
Evening before I left Meriford: He brought 1 
me a Letter; it was from Miſs Mont ford, 
and expreſſed in the following Terms. 
Eh, 4 5 f 
To Lord OSSORY, 

Tux unhappy Siſter of your Friend, the 

wretched Fanny Montford, is loſt, diſho- 
noured, by the Indiſcretion of her Brother, \ of 
by yours, my Lord, and ſtill more by her v 
own. She tells you this, without knowing 1 
what ſhg has to hope from this Step: She | t 
| has nothing to expect from you; you pro- t 
miſed nothing: What Right then can ſhe t 
© 


pretend? And yet, if you abandon her, 
Y, a 
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have you nothing to reproach yourſelf with? 


a I ardently entreat your Anſwer: if it does 
_ not ſoften the Horrors of my Situation, I 
= _ will not wait till my Shame becomes pub- 
ht lick: I have already reſolved on the only 
; KW Means by which I can eſcape Infamy: Iwill 
bury with me this dreadful Secret, and no- 
body ſhall ever reproach you with the Miſ- 
fortune or the ee of | 
9141 HE 
* Fanny Montfard.. 
o- Paint to yourſelf, Madam, my Con- 
, dition after reading this Letter: Thiak iin 
er what Reflexions T paſſed that Night, the Y 
is | laſt of my Stay at Hertford, 1 formed a 
he ä thouſand Projects; my Reaſon deftroyed 
o- chem, as faſt as they preſented themſelves 
he to my Imagination. I thought ſometimeg,, 
- of going to Montford, of confeſſing 


ve | | Crime, and of giving up to his Siſts 
K 
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my Eſtate; all, if ſhe required it. Alas! 
of what Value was Wealth, if deprived of 
you! But how could I have the Confi> 
dence to propoſe to my Friend a Repara- 

tion, which, in a parallel Caſe, I would, not 
myſelf have accepted? After having in- 
jured him, ought I to inſult the Miſery I 
had cauſed? To riſk becoming the Mur- 
derer of him whoſe Siſter I had diſhonour- 
ed, in Violation of all the ſacred Laws of 
' Hoſpitality and Friendſhip ? The little 

Innocent too, Madam, who owed to me 
its Being, was I allowed to place it in the 
Rank of thoſe born to Wretchedneſs, to 
deliver it up to Baſenefs and Contempt ? 
Would it not bring into the World a Right 
to accuſe me, to abhor the Author of its 
Exiſtence? The Conclufion of the Letter 
froze my Veins with Terror and Apprehen-. 
In the midſt of Agitations not to be 
ribs, of Regret, which tore my in- 


moft 


ject of all my tender Hopes; ] reſolved to 
the Perſon whoſe Situation demanded Wa 
_ eruel Sacrifice. ME 10 adit 
whom I muſt renounce! I went to ſeelk 


you, determined to repoſe my Sorrows in 


Advice, your tender Commiſeration; but 
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moſt Soul z wholly engroſſed by my Love 
for you, wild with Deſpair at loſing the Ob- 


liſten only to the Voice of Honour, and to 
give up the deareſt Intereſts of my Heart to 


Wyrar Struggles had 1 with myſelf! 
How much did this painful Effort coſt me! 
It was you whom J abandoned] It was you 


your faithful Boſom, to confide to you my 
Crime, and my Deſigns; to implore your 


my Purpoſe vaniſhed at your Sight. How 


was it poſſible I could make you fuch a 


Confeſſion! I found myſelf unable to be- 
gin the ſhocking Recital; T had not even 


Courage to give you à Letter Thad wrote in 
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the firſt Tumult of my Grief: I left you 


I bid Adieu to Hertford; and quitted you 
in the melancholy Perſuaſion I ſhould never 
ſee you again, I left my Letter with Abra- 
bam, whom I ordered to deliver it to you 
when I was gone; and joining the Meſſen- 


4 ger, who waited for me at the Poſt-houſe, I 


took the Road to Middleſex, and went di- 
rectly to Lady Mont ford s. 


Tun Violence of thoſe different Emotions 
with which I was agitated, and the Efforts I 


made to hide my Sorrow, threw me into a 


burning Fever: I was in a kind of Deli- 
rium, and ſcarce knew even myſelf. As 
ſoon as I arrived, I enquired for Montfordy, 
 - as he was in Town, they introduced me to 
his Mother: After ſome Moments of in- 
different Converſation, I mentioned her 
Daughter, and finding ſhe had no particular 
View for her, I demanded her in Marriage. 

FOR | "My 


Kk. A FA tw ks AA a A 3 £ 


* 


| LORD 088 O RTI. 22 
My Offer was received with no leſs Joy than 
Surpriſe: Lady M#ontford could not hope 
ſo advantageous a Match for her Daughter; 
though of a Family which might entitle her 


to a Rank equal to what J offered to raiſe _ 
her to, yet her moderate Fortune ſeemed to 


forbid ſuch a Hope. Her Mother conduct- 


ed me to her Apartment, and introduced 


me as a Lover who was ſoon to become her 
Huſband. Miſs Montford's Face was ſpread 
with Bluſhes at ſeeing me, ſhe caſt down 
her Eyes, and regarded me with a melan- 
choly and timid Countenance. As is cuſ- 
tomary on theſe Occaſions, we were left to- 


gether; Shame and Remorſe threw me at 


her Feet, Gratirude made her fall at mine: 


neither of us poſſeſſed the Power of Voice, 


Sighs and Tears were the only Expreſſions 
of our Hearts. I fixed a Day with Lady 


e for ſigning the Marriage-Articles, 
KX 3 „ 


ot 
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and pretending preſſing and indiſpenſable 


Bufineſs, parted in haſte for London. 


I REAcneD my Houſe in an Agony, not 


to be conceived : I was pierced to the Soul 
with my own Sorrow, and yet more with 


that which I imagined you would feel. As 
I entered my Cloſet, a Drawing done by 


your Hand, ſtruck my Sight; I could no 
longer reſiſt the violent Emotions of my 
Heart: I gave myſelf up to Rage, and ut» 


tered Exclamations, which drew all my Ser- 
vants around me: a kind of Frenzy de- 


prived me of my Senſes : during a long 


Time, I knew nothing that happened to 
me; I was infenſible of my Illneſs, and of 


iny Danger. My Spirits, enfeebled by the 


Violence of my Tranſports, and by the Me- 


dicines which were given me, had reduced 
me to the Weakneſs of Infancy. Montford 
— never 
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never quitted me; what he had been told 
of my Intentions in regard to his Siſter, re- 
doubled his Attachment, and rendered his 


Cares more tender, and more attentive: Ke 
applauded himſelf on the Caprice which in- 
clined him to make her appear at that Sup- 


per; he fancied ſhe had | then inſpired me 


with Love, and this Belief filled him with 


Tranſport: his Diſcourſes on this Subject, 
gave a new Poignancy to my Sorrows. I 
recovered at length, and married Miſs Mont. 
ford. What Difficulty had I to reſtrain my 


Tears at the Foot of that  Aitar, where it 


was ſuppoſed I had received from the Hands, 
of Heaven the only Companion who could 
make my Life happy! After having thus- 
torn me from her who only has that Power, 
indulgent Heaven is willing to reſtore. her 75 1 
to me: but ſhe is changed; ſhe is become 
haughty, inhuman, unrelenting's z ſhe will 


not pardon me, 


K 4 T rv | 
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I LEFT London for Derbyſhire, whither! 
conducted a Wife, young, ſoft, tender, 


grateful, perhaps amiable z but ſhe was not 


Lady Cateſby; ſhe was not the dear Object 
my Heart had made Choice of; whom 1 
muſt always love, but to whom I could now 
only dedicate Sighs, Tears, and a n 
and unprofitable en 


"LONG Ofery was dehvered of a Daub 
ter; the Sight of her gave me the firſt E- 
motion of Joy, which I had felt ſince J left 
you. Amiable little Innocence! How often 
have I bathed her with my Tears, whilſt I 
applauded myſelf on having at leaſt fulfilled | 
my Duty towards her. Ah! what Tender- 
nuaſs would ſhe not owe her Father, if ſhe 
& ' knew at what a Price he had given her a 
Right to call him by that Name! 


1 PASSED 


„ 
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I yas8tD whole Days in the Woods to 
avoid Lady. Qſory; I feared her Prefence;. 
her amiable Attention to pleaſe, was irk- 


ſome to me: I had all the Regard ſor her 


which Friendſhip demanded, but none of 
the tender Solicitudes of Love: I owed her 
both notwithſtanding; but how could I 
give to her a Heart you had already entire 


Poſſeſſion of? Conſcious I ought to make 


amends by my Generoſity for the Coldneſs 

of my Sentiments, and ever: ready to pro- 
cure for her Pleaſures which I was incapable 
of partakinę, I gave her Balls and Enter - 


tainments, I loaded her with Preſents; ſhe 


_ Ciſpoſed as: ſhe pleaſed of my Fortune; it 3 


was all laviſhed on her, even to Profuſion : 


ſhe ſeemed ſatisfied; and I believed her bap-- 0 


Py 3 Time diſcovered to me the Was no mote 


io than myſelf, 


Sour- 3 
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SOMETIMES I had an Inclination to write 
to you, to open my whole Soul, and inform 
you of my Reaſons for a Marriage which 
muſt have'ſurpriſed you ſo greatly, But it 
was my Wife, the Mother of my lovely In- 
fant, whoſe Weakneſs I muſt have dilcloſed., 
Ahl how could I confeſs to you there had 
been a Moment of my Life in which I had 
forgot 1 loved you? In which I had failed 
in that Probity, on which the Eſteem you 
had honoured me with was founded! Lord 
Prgſton, my Friend from my Infancy, was 
alone entruſted with the Secret of my Paſ- 
fion for you; he knew it even before your- 
ſelf: to him I addreſſed myſelf to make En- 
. quiries about you. I heard from him that 
you continued at. Heriferd, where you were 
plunged in Grief for the Death of your 
Brother — Ah! Pardon to a deſpairing Paſ- 
den, the ſtrange Contrariety of its Wiſhes! 
What 
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What would I not have given to have ren-- : J 
dered you happy, to have reſtored Tranquil- 9 


| liry to your Soul? And yet I felt a ſecret: * 
Pleaſure in thinking you were at Hertford,, 
that you were there alone, that you were 
afflicted ; that it was poſſible I might have 
a Right to ſome Part of thoſe precious Tears; 
that, amidſt the Sorrows due to the Loſs of 
a beloved Brother, a Sigh might ſometimes: 
eſcape towards a Lover who adored you. 
Your Return to London, gave me the moſt: 
lively Inquietude: you received the Duke 
of Suffols Viſits;. jealous, unjuſt, I 
trembled leſt he ſhould obtain a Bleſſing to 
which it was no longer 1 in my Power to 0 pre- 
tend. 

; 1 RECEIVED every Week a circumſtan- 
tial Detail of all your Actions: the Kind 
of indirect Correſpondence 1 ſeemed by this 
1 guns to Keep up with Jos, was Fe only. 

F Ds Ples- 
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Pleaſure for which I had now the leaſt Re: 

liſh. How did theſe Details touch my Heart! 
Hoy did they augment my Eſtcem, and my 
Attachment! What Woman at your Age 
ever conducted herſelf with ſo much Ptu- 
dence! or ever blended ſo engagingly the 
moſt auſtere Wiſdom, with the moſt amiable 
Vivacity, and exacteſt Knowledge of the 
World! What other ever poſſeſſed in the 
: ſame Degree thoſe ſoft, thoſe gentle Virtues, 

which give ſuch Charms to ſocial Life! 
That polite and indulgent Condeſcenſion to 
others, which renders that Superiority be- 
loved in you, which you are yourſelf afraid 
to diſplay in half its Luſtre! — Ah! Lady 
Cateſoy! Is it to excite the unmeaning Ad- 
miration only that Heaven has ſhowered on 


Jou its moſt precious Gifts? There has 


been a Time in which you thought you had 
| received them for no other Purpoſe than to 
make me happy. 


ArTER 


3 
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„Arn a Year's ce in Der kehre, Lady 


\ Ofery was attacked by an Indiſpoſition which 
ſeemed to threaten a Conſumption 3 imme- 


ce 'a little re-eſtabliſhed her 


Health ; but in the Beginning of the Winter 


the fell again into a Languor which made 


every one apprehenſive for her Life. Her 
Danger, her amiable Reſignation, and en- 
© gaging Sweetneſs, during the Courſe of her 


Diſtemper, affecting me infinitely, I became 
aſſiduous about her. When I reflected on 
my Conduct towards her, I was afraid I had 
given her Cauſe to be unhappy ; I redoubled 
my Cares and my Attention, to efface the 
Impreſſion which my Indifference might poſ- 
ſidly have made on her Mind: I never left 
her Chamber; I gave her all her Medicines -f 


with my own Hand. I felt in thoſe Mo- 


ments all the Fo orce of the Bond which unit-" 


: — 
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ed us; I had not fulfilled its Duties, and I : 


reproached myſelf bitterly for my Neglect. 


1 SUPPORTED her one e Day to | gain a 


nation to attempt ke ks her Weakneſs i 
forced her to be in a Manner carried in my 


Arms: After going a few Steps, ſlie turn- 


| ed back into the Chamber, ſeated herſelf, 


and {till leaning upon me, perceived that I 


3 preſſed her gently to my Boſom : ſhe ſeem- 
ed ſurpriſed, regarded me attentively, and 


ſeeing in my Eyes all the Marks of the moſt: 


affectionate and tender Compaſſion, ſhe took. 


one of my Hands, and bathing it with her 
Tears, I am very unhappy, ſaid ſhe, 70 cauſe. 


| you ſo much Uneaſineſs, but I was deftined to 
* . afflift you: the State 1 am in, would raiſe a. 


| flattering Hope in a Heart leſs generous than : 
FE yours: my Death will break thoſe Bonds which-- 
| conſtrain you; that Chain under Which you. 


have 15 


| have fo long progntlh, and the Weight of which | 
you have been ſearce able to bear, A Brody 


Attachment had prepaſfeſed your Soul; Thave 


a 


* 
no Right to complain of it; my Gratitude is, 
and ought to be, the greater: but pardon, ny 
Lord, pardon theſe Tears; it is the firſt Time 


I have dared to ſbed them before you: I have 


concealed my poignant Sorrows in my own 
Breaſt : your Goodneſs, the tender Pity I ſee 
this Moment in your Eyes, my approaching 
Diſſolution, have drawn from me the Confeſſiow 
. of - Sentiment which it has not been in your 
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Power 10 return. So much Reſpect, ſo many 
Benefits heaped on me, to make amends for that * 


Love which you have refuſed me, whilſt they 2 


made me admire till more the Huſband I ador- 


ed, have, without ceaſing, embittered tbe Re- 75 


 gret of not poſſeſſing the Power to pleaſe bim. ; 
: wiſh, continued ſhe, that ihe Perſeuwhoſe Ie: 


Idea bas fhut your Heart againſt me, may pre- 
fro fer you a Tenderneſs worthy of yeur Con- 
__ _ | 


— 


3 ; 
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Hancy. Fimagined J ought te hide om yon 
my tender Attachment, to ſtare you the-Proofs. 
it; the Dread of betug importunateʒ forced 
nie t0 F e even h jtrong Emotions of my Gra- 
titude; ſuffer them to break forth in theſe laſt 
Moments. You have ſacriſiced to the Honour. 
of an unfortunate Creature, a Good which was. 
dear to you: may it be reſtored to you when ſhe. 
ig no more! And may my ardent. Prayers draw 
down upon you all the Bleſſings of that Heaven 
which hears me, which. calls me hence, and. 
where 1 hope ſoon to be employed in watching. 
over the Happineſs of my generous Benefattor ;. 
of bim who made ſo godlike an Effort, that he 
might not abandou me_to thei Shame, from 
which Death-itſelf would not have ſecured me. 
Love my Daughter ; love her, my Lord, and. 
forget the Miſeries her unhappy Mother bas 
* * brought upon you, Lad y Offory might have 
ſpoken for ever without Fear of Interrup- 
tion: every Word ſhe pronounced, was a 
Dagger 


Dagger that ſtabbed me to the Heart. 1 
had neglected her, it was now too late to re- 
pair, by a Behaviour more tender, that long 
Indifference of which ſhe had had but too 
much Senſibility. Ah! Madam! how ter- 
rible is it to have done a Wrong, and how 
ſeverely would the Injured know themſelves 
revenged, if they could comprehend the bit- 
ter Effects of Remorſe in a feeling and vir- 
tuous Heart! I fent'to London for Doctor 
Lewin, and Doctor Harriſon , I called in all 
in whoſe Skill it was poſſible ſne could have 
the leaſt Confidence. It is not to you, Ma- 
dam, that I am afraid to confeſs the ardent 
Defire | had of faving her: but neither her 
\ Youth, nor the Aſſiſtance of Art, could re- 
cover her from a State already deſperate; 
the expired in my Arms; and in ſpite of the 
Aſſurances they gave me of the Nature of 
her Diſtemper, a Diſtemper born with her, 2 
and which the Delicacy of her Conſtitution 

: could 
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could not long have reſiſted, I regarded 

wyſelf with Abhorrence as one of the Cauſes: 
of her Drath: I recollected inceſſantly what 
the had ſaid to me; I could not conſole 
myſelf for not having had Power enough. 
over my Soul, to diſſemble at leaſt, and 
conceal. from her that another poſſeſſed my. 


Heart. But when one has loſt all Hope of 


being happy ones ſelf, is it poſſible to be 
always attentive to the Happineſs of an- 
other? 


As ſoon as this melancholy Scene was a 
little effaced from my Memory, I reflected 
with Tranſport that you were ſtill free: 1 
flattered myſelf a Paſſion once ſo tender, was 
not entirely extinguiſhed ; that you preſerv- 
ed the Remembrance of it; that my Pre- 
ſence, and the ſincere Recital of my un- 
happy Adventure, might yet be able to re- 


vive it. The Knowledge of your Character 


helped 
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helped to deceive me: I will confeſs my 


Crime, ſaid I, ſne will hear me, ſhe will pity, 
will forgive me How cruelly have you de: 


ftroyed kite ſweet Illuſion ! 


As J * 22 DDE to ſpare you the 


Diſpleaſure of meeting a Woman bearing 
the Name which you had condeſcended to 


make Choice of, in determining to ehange 
your own, I returned thither three Months 
after the Death of Lady Offory. With what 
Ardour did I approach the Place inhabited 
by you! What a lively Deſire had I to ſee 
you, to ſpeak to you, to hear the pleaſing 
Sound of that lov'd Voice? ——1 arrived; 1 
ran to ſeek you; asl paſſed by Lady Beltville's . 
Door, I obſerved fome Servants in your Li- 


very; I was told you were there: My Im- 


patience made me overlook the Indiſcretion 
of the wy I was taking: I went in; I a 
4. Pa" 
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you; you knew me again : What Anger 
was on your Countenance, what Diſdain in 
* your Eyes! You ſeized a Pretence for put- 
ing an End to your Viſit; you tetired; 
and I remained there; immoveavle, pierced 

with Grief; and ſelf-convicted that I me- 
rited thoſe Marks of a Contempt which J 
found it impoſſible to ſupport. I called in 


vain at your Door; I wrote to you in vain; 


my Letters conſtantly refuſed, my Efforts to 


ſee you rendered fruitleſs by your Precau- 
tions; all my Attempts unattended with 


Succeſs, threw me into a Deſpair of appeaſ- 
ing your Reſentment. I only obtained the 
Compaſſion of your Woman, who had very 
little Influence over you. Caſtie Cary did 
not dare to intereſt himſelf openly for me, 
through Fear of diſpleaſing Lady Henrietta. 


At length, you filled up the Meaſure of 
your Cruelty ; you left London, and it was = 


got long before 1 followed you. Halifax 


came 
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came to purchaſe an Eſtare here 1 accom- 
panied him; I wrote to you : With what 
Haughtineſs did you receive this Proof of 


my Tenderneſs! You anſwered me only to 
deliver yourſelf from my Importunities ʒ 


with a Pride, an Iaflexibility, to which 
your Heart is naturally a Stranger, and in 
which I diſcovered nothing of the gentle, the 
amiable Soul of Lady Cateſby. After leav- 


ing me three Days in the moſt painful Suf- 
pence, *rwas to demand your Letters you 


wrote to mem. Your Letters! — Ah! never 
aſk them of me A can never conſent to re- 
ſtore them — I fancied you ſoftened :- the 
Goodneſs, which intereſted you for my Life, 
appeared to me a Return of that tender In- 


 elination, which once attached you to me: 


I flattered myſelf that Friendſhip at leaſt 

would plead in my Favour, But I was de- 
ceived; you no longer loved me; my Pre- 
ſence filled you with Horror; it deprived; 


% HST O RAU ON 

you almoſt of Life: the Sight of a Lover 
once preferred, once tenderly beloved, ſpread 
over your Cheeks the Paleneſs of Death, 
It is then true that I have loſt all Hope of 
ſoftening your Heart? Can nothing rekindle 
that tender Flame? — But you have Reaſon 
for this Cruelty, Madam; I ought only to 
complain of myſelf, I ſhould be happy ins 
deed, if I could complain of you—— With 
what Pleaſure ſhould I then have pardoned 
Ahl Lady Cateſby ! If you ever deign to 
think of a Man whom you believe faithleſs _ 
and ungrateful, what Advantages have you 
over him! You may hate, deſpiſe, him 
whom you overwhelm with Affliction; 
whilſt he cannot but eſteem, revere, adore 
her who renders him the moſt en, of 
Mankind. 


Poox Lady Ofſery ! How her Story touches 
805 Can I refuſe 1 8 n to her deplo- 
rable 
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cable Deſtiny? What Strength of Mind! 
To adore her Huſband, yet conceal her Love 
from him on the noble Principles of tender 
Reſpect and Gratitude! Why did he not 
love her? Why did he not make her happy! 
She was worthy of his Attachment. Why 
did he avoid her? Why ali a Heart ſs 
full of Senſibility? Had ſhe not a Right 
to his Tenderneſs? What Cruelty to de- 
prive her of it? I am ſhocked at the In. 
humanity of his Behaviour, and cannot ap- 
prove that unſocial Chagrin, of which he 
made her the Victim. Unfortunate Miſs 
 Montford! She who baniſhed the Heart of 
your Huſband, ardently wiſhes to recall you 
to Life, to ſee you poſſeſſed of a Heart 
which ought to have been yours: She would. 
not diſturb your Happineſs — Alas! my 
Dear Henrietta! What a Difference? I have 
wept, but Lady Qſory has died I reproach 
myſelf for having hated her. I was very | 
unjuſt 


. 
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unjuſt; very inhuman: It was her Part to 
have deteſted me. I am ſenſibly affected at 
her Death. Since he gives me Permiſſion, I . 
will ſend you the Packet. I know not yet 
what to think —— Ah! that amiable Miſs 
Montford! How melancholy has been her 
Fate? She whom I thought ſo happy! 
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ORD Ofpry had Reaſon to ſay, the . 
Species of his Offence was unknown to 
me! How could I have imagined What 


a ſtrange Adventure! — That Cloſet— That 
fatal Darkneſs His daring Prefumption— | 


He calls it a Misfortune I forgot my Love, 
ſays he — Yes, theſe Men are extremely in- 


clined to be forgetful: It is however poſ- | 


ible their Hearts and their Senſes may ac 


„ | ſe- 


5 


independently of each other: they tell us ſo 
at leaſt, and by theſe pretended Diſtinctiona 
reſerve the Liberty of being excited by Lobe 
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ſeduced by Pleaſure,'or hurried away by! In- 
7 Ning. But obſerve, my Dear, they will not 
admit us to avail ourſelves of the poor Ex: 
cuſe they ſo confidently plead i in regard to 
themſelves: thoſe Emotions, though divid- 
ed in them, are united in us. This is cer- 
tainly acknowledging a great Superiority in 
our Manner of thinking; but at the ſame 
Time reducing us to a terrible Uncertainty, 
as to the Nature of thoſe Sentiments which 
jead them to ſcek our F avour: how eis it 
poſſible we can ever diſtinguiſh by which of - 
theſe Im preſſions they are actuated, the Effects 
| being ſo ſimilar, and the Cauſe ſo hidden 55 


"Hovzrin, my Dear 8 this per- . 


PF REY this ungrateful, this treacherous Lo- 5 
ver, bas only been inconſtant—Scarce Z 
that — His Head diſordered — His Reaſon 
diſtracted — A Ah! what a Diſtraction! ! How. 


many Tears has it coſt me! Is it r | 
I can 


8 a 
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i 
4 8 ' 


Tc can 6 forgive | it? 1 But why did | 
leave me two Years! in Ignorance | of this fatal 
Secret? He has Siren 2 Reaſon What 


bas he ſoffered! What Probity, what! Ge- 
neroſiiy in ſuch a Sacrifice! He. ſpeaks « of 
his Daughter: : Aniable little Innocent + [ ſays 


he 4 am pleaſed to ſee this Tenderneſs, in. 
his Nature — Poor Babe! I believe, my+ 


Dear, 1 ſhall love her too — Ab! if he had 


told me this at Hertford, what Tears would, 


he have ſpared us both! I ſhould have put 
myſelf i in his Place: : it would have been 1 in⸗ 
finitely leſs painful to me to have yielded, 


him up, than to ſee myſelf abandoned: 2 1 8 


ſnould have found Con lation in the Share 


1 ſhould then have had i in the Nobleneſs of. 


his Behaviour: I ſhould have lamented bim 
without doubt, but r my Sorrows. would have, 


loſt much of their Poignancy. | 1 ſhould. 
not have hated, have deſpiſed him: on "the 


contrary, he would have preſerved all on” 
1 . Efteem 


ord Offery 87 


U p 
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Eſteem. Friendſhip would have joined us 
in thoſe refined, thoſe tender Bonds, ſo dear 
to virtuous Hearts. He would not have 
buried - himſelf in the North of England to 
avoid. me: we ſhould have continued to ſee 
each other: I ſhould have loved Lady Oſory: 
What Right ſhould I then have had to com- 
plain | "Why might not this amiable Wo- 
man have been my Companion, my Friend? 
She would perhaps have been till living. l 
ſhould not have had to reproach myſelf with 
having been the innocent Cauſe of her Af- 
flictioas. But to what Purpoſe are all theſe 
Suppoſitions, with which I tire you? Lady 
Ofory is dead. Her Huſband has been cul- 
pable: Is he yet ſo? This is the Point 
which embarraſſes me. The Reaſon of his 
concealing the Secret is very trifling: ſo 
little Confidence in me — But it was his 
Wife I know not what to reſolve. 
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Sunday, Wixcntoran; 


82 HALL logos this Place on Tueſday for 


Hertford: Abraham is here; his Lord has 
ſent him to enquire after me: I believe, 
however, he is leſs anxious about my Health, 
than my Anſwer. The affecting Death of 
Lady Oſory damped the firſt Tranſports of 
my Joy; the ſoft Impreſſion of Pity is yet 
ſtrong . but my Heart ſpeaks, and will be 


heard in its Turn. Is it poſſible even you, 


my Dear Henrietta, can conceive the Happi- 
neſs I feel at this Moment? Lord Offory is 
not unworthy my Tenderneſs: - How ſweet 
is it to grant to his Merit, what I feared I I 
Wy ſhould 
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ſhould have yielded only to my Prepoſſcſ- 
ſion in his Favour! He has not acted in- 
corfiſtently with thoſe diſtinguiſhed Qualiz 
ties, which firſt gave him Poſſeſſion of my 
Soul: the Lover who is ſoon to appear again 
in my Preſence, is eſtimable, ſincere, gene- 
rops = Ah! all. is pardoned, all is forgot! I 
will not make him purchaſe by Submiſſion, 
by Anxiety, by Suſpence, a Favour he ſo. 
earneſtly entreats:- an immediate Reconcili- 
ation ſhall be the Reward of his Confidence 
— How bappy i is it that he has thus opened 
all his Heart to me! I will write to him 
inſtantly: Why ſhould I defer a Moment 
the Pleafure it is in my Power to give him! 
The ee is a . of ee | 


i 


To Lord OSSORT. 


Yo "_ me be my Laws; but f 
I: am Aill the ſame; 'Senfi ble to your Con- 


fidence, 


by 8 
$3 ; 
o Son; I * * 


fidence, E think I ought to be no leſs ſo to 
your Friendſhip. . I am going 40 Lord Of 


receive Lord Oſſmy with. that lively Plea- 
ſure which it is natural to feel. at the Sight 
of.a Friend, en en _—_ nid 
loſt _ ever. einne A450 * Leib 


e 0 IS 4 C012; ab bt t, * "Oh. I 


In invitiog | bim ME oy in telling 


him 1 ſhall ſee him with Pleaſure, have 1 


not ſaid every thing? It is with Dificulty|Þ-- 
conceal the pleaſing Emotions of my Heart: 
my Joy ſparkles in my Eyes: every body 
ſays I am grown handſomer within theſe 
two Days. O, my dear Friend, how 1 
to ſee you! 


Bur J have many Farewels to take; many 
parting Tears to ſhed. Poor Sir Harry ! 
He really deſerves Pity: I have opened my 

Heart tohim; he knows my Attachment: 

T 


. 
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I thought I owed ſomething to the violent 
Paſſion he has for me: This Confidence, 
convincing him of my Efteem, has calmed 
his Sorrow a little. He will be my Friend, 
he ſays, tbe Knowledge of my Happineſs ſhall. 
conſole him —— His Behaviour affets me. 
Adieu] my Dear Henrietta! 1 expect your 
Congratulations to meet me at Heri ford: 1 
ſhall be there on Thur ſday, perhaps on 
Medneſday: You may imagine I am ah | 
FER get thither. r = 
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Monday, Haaren. 
Oo U: write, lovely Henrietta, to Lady 


Cateſiy: Your Hand, your Arms, 
were known: But to whom were they to 
give your Letter? Is there ſuch a Perſon, 
in the World as Lady Cateſby? If there i is, 
it is not however at Hertford you muſt ſeck 
her, If, inſtead of that Friend ſo deſerved» 
ly dear to you, your Heart will admit a new 


Object of irs Eſteem, Lady Offory is ready 


to anſwer your tender Congratulations: ſhe! + 


has opened your Letter, with a Freedom! 
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Rights has not this charming Woman, this 
"1 Juliet ? ðhe is mine, for ever mine: no 
3 longer Lady Cateſey, ſhe is my Wife, my 
Friend, my Miſtreſs; the good Genius who 


has reſtored to me all thoſe Bleſſings, of 
which I have been, ſo long deprived, Per- 


mit me, Madam, to thank you for the ge⸗ 
nerous Warmth, with which you have al- 


ways interceded with your lovely Friend for 


my Pardon: She bas condeſcended to grant 
it, and has ſhown, in this Act of Goodneſs, 


| all the Nobleneſs of Sentiment of which you 


| know her capable. | Yeſterday was the Day 


25 ever happy — — 


La OSSORY.” 


Tur impertinent Creature! "He will 
leave me nothing to ſay to you. O, my 
Dear Henrietta!” They were all udited 
againſt me: 1 was only invited hither to 
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Time to LA” A repenting Lover at 
my Fer, Relations % dear to Is ſolicit. 8 
ing for Him, 4 tender Heart, 4 
preſent Upon my Word' they a me 
ſo haſtily,” I d not believe the Marriage i is - 
valid. Lady e is, Þ ur urg gent—ſo 1 8 
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Ins, raed] Et my 
T 11 in Time to en myſelf, OM 

a Snare, a Conſpiracy, a Marriage which itt 

valid What would you think of me, my 

Dear Henrietta, if you were leſs acquainted. 50 

with my Sentiments in regard to our fair 

. Friend? Yes; my Dear, I have married her 
I do ie moſt amiable Nobleman in Engle,” A 
The Marriage is valid; I afſure you: nons 4 


of the Parties concerned have the leaſt 
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5 Reaſon to complain of me: her Happineſs 
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a2 No Feaſts, no Balls, without my Dear 
E Heurietla; I ſhould have faid, no Happi- 
\ neſs, if the Perſon whoſe Eyes follow my 
* Pen, was not already a little jealous of my 
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